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THE  CROCK  OF   GOLD 


JEREMIAH  TOOPE  was  schoolmaster  at  Ash- 
burton,  a  small  town  (not  small  in  its  own  opinion) 
in  the  county  of  Devon. 

The  Grammar  School  occupies  an  ancient  building, 
once  a  chapel  dedicated  to  S.  James,  with  a  belfry, 
which,  however,  no  longer  contains  a  peal  of  bells. 

Jeremiah  was  under  a  body  of  trustees,  which  sat 
occasionally,  and  generally  sat  upon  him.  Jeremiah 
was  a  scholar,  and  a  scholar  of  no  ordinary  attain- 
ments. Scholarship  was  not  a  distinguishing  feature 
of  the  body  of  trustees ;  that  is  to  say,  what  the 
trustees  did  not  know,  that  they  decided  was  not 
knowledge.  Mr.  Toope  was  unfortunate  in  several 
respects.  He  was  short-sighted,  he  was  hard  of 
hearing,  he  had  one  leg  stiff,  and  his  back  was 
bent ;  his  hair  was  grey,  he  was  plain,  had  a 
stammer,  and  had  lost  some  teeth.  From  early 
childhood  he  had  grown  up  a  weakly,  deformed 
being,  unable  to  take  part  in  the  sports  of  his 
fellow-scholars,  and  when  a  young  man,  cut  off  by 
his  infirmities  from  sharing  with  them  in  shooting, 
riding,  and  hunting ;  and  nothing  was  left  to  him  but 
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books,  and  in  books  he  forgot  the  troubles  of  the 
world,  and  the  disdain  with  which  he  was  regarded. 
Whether  he  ever  from  a  distance  loved  a  beautiful 
girl  cannot  be  told,  but  if  he  did,  it  must  have  been 
with  a  consciousness  that  his  passion  was  hopeless,  as 
no  girl  was  likely  to  look  favourably  upon  so  poor  a 
creature  as  Jeremiah  Toope. 

But  his  life  was  not  an  unhappy  one.  He  lived  in 
a  world  of  dreams,  and  these  dreams  of  rare  beauty 
and  marvellous  adventure.  He  had  taken  a  fancy 
from  an  early  age  to  the  very  old  English  storytellers, 
the  romancers  who  told  of  King  Arthur  and  the  fair 
Gwenivere,  of  Sir  Launcelot  du  Lac,  of  Merlin  and 
Vivienne,  and  of  a  hundred  other  heroes  of  prowess 
and  ladies  of  beauty. 

In  thinking  over  the  achievements  of  the  knights 
of  old,  he  forgot  the  sordidness  of  modern  days, 
especially  the  humiliations  to  which  he  was  subjected 
by  a  body  of  trustees;  and  in  bringing  up  before 
the  eye  of  his  fancy  the  splendid  beauties  of  King 
Arthur's  court,  he  forgot  the  humbler  damsels  of  his 
native  town,  who  flouted  him  because  he  was  not  a 
man  of  attractive  exterior. 

Now  it  was  so  that  one  day  the  trustees  met  in 
conclave,  and  they  called  up  Jeremiah  Toope  before 
them. 

Then  the  Mayor,  who  was  chairman,  said  : — "  Mr. 
Toope,  me  and  my  brother  trustees  thinks  as  how  we 
must  dispense  with  your  services  ;  because,  sir,  being 
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so  short-sighted,  you  don't  see  the  little  games  the 
boys  is  up  to  under  your  very  nose." 

Then  said  a  second  trustee  : — "  Yes,  Mr.  Toope,  I 
says  the  same.  You  are  so  deaf  that  you  can't  hear 
whether  them  boys  say  their  lessons  right  or  wrong." 

"  And,"  said  a  third  trustee,  "  I  says,  go  you  must, 
for  and  because  you  ain't  nimble  on  your  feet ;  and 
when  a  boy  has  been  naughty,  and  deserves  a  whack- 
ing, you  stump  after  him,  and  he  cuts  away  and  you 
don't  catch  him." 

"  Moreover,"  said  a  fourth  trustee,  "  my  wife  says 
you  're  too  frivolous  to  exercise  moral  influence  over 
the  boys,  with  your  romance  and  ballad  reading." 

"  Then  again,"  observed  a  fifth  trustee,  "  my  verdict 
is,  go  you  shall,  because  you  're  too  serious,  and  can't 
enter  into  the  sports  of  your  scholars  and  share  in 
their  hilarity." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  concluded  the  sixth  trustee,  "  I  pro- 
nounce for  your  dismissal,  for  reasons  I  shall  not 
trouble  you  to  hear  " — the  reasons  being  that  he  had 
three  unmarried  daughters,  and  he  trusted  that  a  new 
head-master  might  chance  to  fancy  one  of  them. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Toope  humbly,  "  I  am  your 
servant.  I  accept  my  conge.  You  will  allow  me  to 
keep  my  books  in  the  house  till  I  have  found  a  new 
situation  ? " 

So  Mr.  Jeremiah  Toope  was  cast  adrift. 

Now  he  heard  that  there  was  a  grammar  school  at 
Tavistock,  between  which  place  and  Ashburton  the 


4  THE   CROCK    OF   GOLD 

whole  extensive  tract  of  Dartmoor  intervened.  He 
moreover  learned  that  there  was  at  the  time  a  pros- 
pect of  vacancy  in  the  mastership  there. 

So  one  day  he  made  up  a  Httle  bundle  and  started 
to  walk  over  Dartmoor,  to  go  to  Tavistock,  and 
solicit  the  vacant  situation.  It  was  a  long  and  an 
arduous  walk,  over  heath,  and  rock,  and  bog,  for  he 
did  not  take  the  highway,  but  a  short  cut ;  and  when 
evening  arrived  he  had  lost  his  way  and  was  faint  and 
weary,  and  saw  no  tokens  anywhere  of  a  house. 

Happily  the  season  was  summer,  and  the  weather 
was  fine. 

Mr.  Toope  stumbled  along  with  his  stiff  leg,  and 
peered  about  with  his  dull  eyes,  and  was  quite  at  a 
loss  in  which  direction  to  go,  and  quite  incapable  of 
going  very  much  further. 

The  sun  had  set,  and  darkness  was  coming  on. 

Then  he  came  on  a  circle  of  standing  granite 
stones,  surrounding  a  slight  mound  made  up  of  small 
pieces  of  stone,  covered  over  with  a  thick  quilt  of 
moss. 

The  spot  was  at  all  events  dry,  and  Jeremiah  lay 
down  on  the  grey,  soft  moss,  and,  before  he  knew  it, 
was  asleep. 

Hardly  had  his  eyes  closed  before  it  was  to  him  as 
though  he  saw  a  great  deal  plainer,  and  a  great  deal 
more  than  he  had  seen  when  his  eyes  were  open. 

He  saw  the  upright  stones  as  before,  and  the  out- 
line of  the  distant  hills ;  but  he  saw  that  a  crowd  of 
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little  people  stood  round  the  circle,  and  that  within 
was  one  who  wore  a  gold  crown,  and  that  he  had  his 
arms  about  and  was  endeavouring  to  console  a  little 
woman,  also  crowned,  who  seemed  heart-broken  and 
was  weeping  bitterly. 

All  those  around  stood  silent,  looking  on  in  great 
distress.  Clearly  they  were  pixies.  Then  the  king 
turned  to  Jeremiah,  and  said  :  "  A  great  tragedy  has 
taken  place.  A  fox  has  worried  and  killed  Her 
Majesty's  pet  hedgehog.  When  the  fox  came  up,  the 
hedgehog  discreetly  coiled  himself  up  into  a  ball ;  but 
the  fox  was  cunning,  and  he  whacked  at  the  ball  with 
his  tail  till  he  set  it  a-rolling,  and  rolled  it  down  into 
the  water,  where  the  hedgehog  uncoiled,  and  at  once 
the  fox  was  on  him  and  ate  him — I  mean  all  his 
tender,  fleshy  parts — and  left  nothing  but  the  prickles 
behind." 

Then  the  queen  burst  into  a  storm  of  tears,  and 
the  king  laboured  with  best  intent  and  efforts  to  com- 
fort her,  but  ineffectually. 

"  You  see,"  pursued  the  king,  "  to  what  a  condition 
of  despair  my  beloved  wife  and  queen  has  been 
brought  by  the  terrible  disaster.  She  swears  she  will 
never  smile  again,  and  I  seriously  believe  this  trouble 
will  undermine  her  health  and  leave  her  a  wreck, 
unless  she  can  be  got  to  forget  her  troubles.  It  is 
due  to  Puck,  my  confidential  servant,  that  you  have 
been  misled  and  brought  to  this  spot.  I  am  well 
aware  who  you  are  and  what  are  your  attainments. 
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I  ask  you,  will  you  endeavour  to  dissipate  Her 
Majesty's  grief  by  telling  her  stories,  which  shall 
engage  her  interest,  take  up  her  attention,  and  divert 
her  mind  from  the  hedgehog?" 

"  Nothing,  nothing  can  do  that,"  sobbed  the  queen. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  king  soothingly,  "  let  him  but 
try." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  answered  Jeremiah  ;  "  but  I 
can  tell  only  a  number  of  old-fashioned  tales,  and  tell 
them  in  my  own  way." 

"  That  will  exactly  suit  us,"  said  the  king.  "  We 
are  ourselves  old-fashioned  and  nearly  out  of  date,  so 
that  such  antiquated  tales  as  you  may  relate  will  be 
very  real  to  us,  and  I  trust  interesting  to  my  wife. 
You  shall  not  go  unrewarded." 

"I  thank  your  Majesty,"  said  Mr.  Toope;  "it  is  not 
for  reward  I  tell  them,  but  to  be  of  service  to  you — 
and,  candidly  be  it  spoken,  to  please  myself,  as  I  love 
these  old  tales." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  king ;  "  but  for  all  that,  re- 
warded you  shall  be.  Understand  that  beneath  this 
mound  lies  buried  a  mighty  chief,  and  he  was  laid 
there  with  a  golden  crock  or  cup  in  his  hand.  That 
crock  shall  be  yours.  I  will  raise  it  and  give  it  you, 
should  you  succeed  in  drying  my  wife's  tears,  restor- 
ing her  spirits,  and  bringing  the  smile  back  to  her 
lips." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  said  Jeremiah.  "  Shall  I  tell 
you  a  cheerful  or  a  sorrowful  tale? " 
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Then  the  queen  said,  "  One  that  is  sad." 

But  at  the  same  moment  the  king  said,  "  One  that 
is  cheerful." 

"  Nay,"  said  Mr.  Jeremiah,  "  I  cannot  please  both 
at  once,  so  I  will  even  tell  you  a  story  that  is  neither 
wholly  sad  nor  wholly  joyous  ;  and  if  it  does  not 
entirely  satisfy  one  or  the  other,  it  will  be  satisfactory 
to  me  to  know  that  it  will  offend  neither." 

"  I  am  content,"  said  the  king. 

Then  the  queen  lifted  up  her  face  a  little,  and 
turned  it,  leaning  her  chin  upon  her  hand,  and  looked 
at  the  schoolmaster,  who  cleared  his  throat  and  -began 
the  story  of  the  Princess  Rosalind,  And  all  the 
pixies  stood  round  silent,  and  listening  with  great 
attention. 
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THERE  was  in  England  a  princess.  Her  name 
was  Rosalind.  And  because  she  was  a  princess, 
and  because  she  had  such  a  charming  name,  and 
because  her  glass  told  her  she  was  beautiful,  and 
because  she  believed  herself  to  be  rich,  therefore  she 
was  lifted  up  in  her  conceit,  and  esteemed  none  of 
those  suitors  who  came  to  ask  for  her  hand  worthy  to 
receive  it.  She  would  marry  no  one  but  a  king,  she 
said,  and  she  sent  away  all  who  came,  because  they 
were  only  dukes,  or  marquesses,  or  even  so  low  down 
in  the  scale  as  earls. 

It  was  in  vain  for  the  king,  her  father,  to  say  that 
kings  were  scarce.  There  had  been  wars,  which  had 
swept  away  some  ;  there  had  been  revolutions,  which 
had  suppressed  others.  Some  were  old,  some  were 
mere  infants,  most  were  already  married,  consequently 
there  was  absolutely  no  choice.  Rosalind  must  marry 
a  nobleman  or  remain  unwed.  But  she  remained 
stubborn,  and  declared  she  would  rather  die  an  old 
maid  than  demean  herself  to  become  the  wife  of  a 
duke  or  a  marquess. 
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Now  it  fell  out  that  one  night,  when  the  moon 
shone  bright,  she  heard  a  horn  winding  among  the 
hills.  Then  she  looked  from  her  window,  for  she 
wondered  greatly,  as  it  was  not  a  time  when  hunters 
would  be  abroad. 

And  presently  she  saw  a  knight  on  a  white  horse 
come  riding  up.  He  had  black  armour  on  him,  and 
about  his  helmet  a  crown,  and  every  point  in  the 
crown  (that  was  of  silver)  ended  in  a  skull ;  and  out 
of  the  eye-holes  of  each  skull  gleamed  carbuncles. 
He  rode  under  the  tower  where  was  the  princess,  and 
there  he  drew  from  his  back  a  shin-bone  strung  with 
golden  woman's  hair,  and  on  this  he  played,  and  as 
he  played,  he  sang  a  song  so  sad  and  so  beautiful  as 
almost  to  make  her  swoon  away. 

Now  after  he  had  played  awhile  he  ceased,  and 
called  "  Rosalind  !  " 

And  she  answered,  "  I  am  here.     Who  art  thou  ?  " 

Then  he  answered,  "  I  am  Grim,  King  of  the 
Ghosts,  and  I  have  come  from  Deadland  to  seek 
thee." 

And  when  he  had  said  this  he  struck  spurs  into  his 
white  horse  and  rode  away,  and  when  he  was  among 
the  hills  then  he  winded  his  horn  again,  so  sadly  that 
the  heart  of  the  princess  melted  away,  and  she  sank 
on  the  floor  of  her  room. 

All  next  day  she  was  silent.  She  could  not  eat ; 
she  could  only  think  of  the  night  visitor,  and  she 
wondered  greatly  whether  he  would  come  again. 
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Well,  it  was  so.  Next  night,  when  the  moon  shone, 
then  again  she  heard  the  horn  among  the  hills,  and 
presently  she  saw  the  white  horse  and  the  gleaming 
silver  crown,  and  the  carbuncle  eyes  looking  out  of 
dead  men's  heads. 

When  the  King  of  the  Ghosts  arrived  under  the 
castle  wall,  he  again  took  the  shank-bone  strung  with 
golden  hair  and  played  on  it  so  sad  and  so  sweet 
a  melody,  and  withal  sang  thereto,  that  Rosalind  fell 
a-weeping. 

There  hung  a  parrot  in  a  cage  at  her  window. 
Then  the  parrot  began  to  talk,  and  said  : — 

"  Beware,  beware,  my  pretty  lady, 
And  shut  the  window  fast, 
And  close  each  ear,  nor  seek  to  hear, 
Until  this  knight  be  passed." 

But  the  princess  was  angry,  and  she  said  : — 

"  Now  hold  thy  tongue,  thou  silly  parrot, 
Thy  words  they  are  but  vain, 
It  is  a  king  that  doth  ride  and  sing 
As  he  courses  o'er  the  plain." 

Then  the  King  of  the  Ghosts  rode  on  without  a 
word,  for  he  was  angered  at  the  talk  of  the  parrot. 

Now  during  the  day  that  followed,  the  princess  sat 
at  her  window  thinking  of  the  strange  visitor. 

Then  the  parrot  began  to  talk,  and  it  said  : — 

"  Seal  up  with  wax  each  pretty  eye, 
Run  wax  into  each  ear ; 
Better  for  thee  all  blind  to  be, 
And  neither  to  see  nor  hear.' 
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Then  the  prhicess  was  angry,  and  she  threw  some- 
thing over  the  cage  to  make  the  bird  suppose  it  was 
night,  and  so  keep  silence. 

Again  at  night  she  heard  the  horn  winding,  and 
again  as  before  the  knight  rode  under  her  tower,  and 
played  and  sang.     And  this  is  what  he  sang : — 

"  Go  fetch  me  some  of  your  father's  gold. 
And  some  of  your  mother's  fee ; 
To  a  land  we  '11  go  where  falleth  no  snow. 
Where  thou  shalt  be  my  lady." 

Then  the  princess  found  all  power  of  resistance 
gone  from  her.     She  rose  up. 

She  fetched  some  of  her  father's  gold, 

And  some  of  her  mother's  fee ; 
And  she  went  afore  to  the  stable  door, 

Where  stood  her  white  palfrey. 

She  mounted  with  speed  on  her  milk-white  steed. 

And  he  on  his  iron-grey. 
And  away  they  did  ride  to  a  clear  waterside, 

Six  hours  before  the  day. 

When  that  before  her  the  princess  saw  a  waste  of 
water  with  the  moon  setting  over  it,  and  heard  the 
water  lapping  sadly  against  the  bank,  and  the  wind 
moaning  among  the  reeds, 

Then  the  knight  said  : — 

"  Unlight,  unlight,  my  lady  bright, 
Unhght,  unlight,  I  say; 
Six  pretty  maids  have  I  drowned  here, 
Thou  shalt  be  seventh  to-day. 
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*'  Take  off,  take  off  thy  robe  of  silk, 
And  lay  it  upon  a  stone. 
Thy  gay,  gay  gown  is  all  too  good 
To  rot  in  a  watery  tomb." 

Then  she  took  off  her  robe  of  silk 
And  laid  it  upon  a  stone. 

He  put  his  hand  in  her  pocket, 
And  drew  out  a  hundred  crown. 


Now  she  saw  that  the  King  of  the  Ghosts  had 
brought  her  there  with  intent  to  slay  her,  for  of  what 
profit  would  she  be  in  his  ghostly  land  of  the  dead,  if 
she  were  in  living  flesh  and  throbbing  blood  ?  A 
great  fear  fell  on  her,  and  she  wished  she  had  attended 
to  the  warning  of  the  parrot.  She  saw  that  she 
must  save  herself  as  well  as  might  be  by  her  own 
wit.     So  she  said  to  Grim,  King  of  the  Ghosts  : — 

"  Now  never  blink,  but  stoop  on  the  brink, 
And  pluck  the  thistles  away, 
That  they  may  not  entangle  my  curly  hair, 
Nor  my  lily-white  flesh  may  fray." 

He  never  did  blink,  but  stooped  at  the  brink, 

To  pluck  the  thistles  away, 
That  they  might  not  entangle  her  curly  hair, 

Nor  her  lily-white  flesh  might  fray. 

Then  he  stood  up  and  said  : — 

"  Take  off,  take  off,  thy  holland  smock, 
And  lay  it  upon  a  stone, 
Thy  holland  smock  be  all  too  fine 
To  rot  in  a  watery  tomb." 
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She  answered  him  : — 

"If  I  must  pull  off  my  hoUancl  smock, 
Then  turn  away  from  me ; 
For  it  ill  befits  that  such  as  thou 
Should  see  a  stark  lady." 

He  considered  that  what  she  said  was  reasonable, 
and  he  turned  to  look  at  the  trees  and  the  bushes. 
Then  softly  she  stole  up  behind  him. 

She  gave  him  a  push,  and  a  hearty  push, 

And  the  fiend-knight  pushed  in. 
Saying,  "  Swim !  O  swim,  thou  false  fiend-knight, 

Thou  never  the  land  shalt  win." 

Saying,  "  Go !  aye,  go  where  falleth  no  snow, 

O  go  to  thine  own  country ; 
But  I  will  abide  by  the  clear  waterside. 

And  well  am  I  rid  of  thee." 

He  swam  to  the  right,  and  he  swam  to  the  left. 

And  he  said,  "  Hold  out  to  me 
Thy  lily-white  hand,  and  draw  me  to  land, 

And  rewarded  thou  shalt  be." 

But  she  would  not  help  him.  There  he  had  slain 
in  like  manner  six  pretty  maids,  and  now  she,  the 
seventh,  overcame  him  by  her  woman's  wit. 

She  mounted  with  speed  her  milk-white  steed. 

And  led  the  iron-grey. 
And  away  did  ride  to  the  castle-side, 

Three  hours  before  the  day. 

The  parrot  he  sat  in  the  lady's  window, 

And  the  parrot  he  did  say, 
"  O  where  have  you  been,  my  fair  young  queen, 

So  early  afore  the  day  ? " 
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"  Hush  !  hush !  Speak  not,  my  pretty  parrot ! 
Hush !  question  not  of  me, 
Then  a  cage  thou  shah  have  of  the  glittering  gold. 
With  a  door  of  ivory." 

Her  father  he  was  not  so  sound  asleep, 
But  he  heard  what  the  parrot  did  say ; 

He  called,  "  Oh,  what  waketh  my  parrot 
vSo  early  before  the  day?" 

Then  the  parrot  did  not  wish  to  have  it  known 
what  had  been  the  adventure  of  his  mistress  with  the 
King  of  the  Ghosts,  so  he  answered  : — 

"  The  cat  was  up  at  the  high  window, 
And  the  cat  he  would  me  slay, 
vSo  I  loud  did  cry  for  help  to  come  nigh. 
To  drive  the  cat  away." 

The  princess  was  well  pleased  at  what  the  bird 
said,  and  she  entered  the  tower  and  ascended  to  her 
room,  and  took  the  parrot's  cage  and  brought  it 
within.  She  saw  that  what  she  had  thrown  over  it 
had  been  lifted  by  the  night  wind  and  cast  on  the 
ground.  Thus  was  it  that  the  parrot  had  waked. 
And  now  she  said  : — 

"  Well  turn'd,  well  turn'd,  my  pretty  parrot, 
A  good  turn  done  unto  me  ; 
I  will  give  thee  a  cage  of  the  glittering  gold, 
With  a  door  of  ivory." 

One  might  have  been  sure  that  such  an  adventure 
as  this  would  have  sobered  the  princess  in  her  self- 
esteem.     But  it  was  not  so.     Instead  of  considering 
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how  foolish  she  had  been  in  running  away  with  the 
King  of  the  Ghosts,  and  so  nearly  finding  her  death, 
she  was  the  more  puffed  up  with  vanity,  for  she 
thought  her  wit  must  be  vastly  great  that  she 
should  have  been  able  to  overreach  this  fiend.  No 
suitors  now  had  the  slightest  chance  of  success  with 
her,  for  none  of  those  who  came  were  kings. 

As  for  the  parrot,  the  promise  made  was  clean 
forgotten ;  indeed  the  bird  was  itself  neglected  to 
such  an  extent  that  one  day  the  cage  fell  to  the 
ground,  broke,  and  the  parrot  escaped,  without  the 
princess  discovering  the  loss,  for  an  entire  week. 

Now  the  parrot  was  very  wrath  at  the  falseness  of 
his  young  mistress,  and  sought  to  be  avenged  ;  but 
as  he  was  of  noble  nature,  although  only  a  parrot, 
yet  he  did  not  seek  revenge  as  out  of  personal 
anger  only,  but  because  he  desired  her  amendment 
therewith. 

Now  when  his  cage  was  broken  he  flew  over  hill 
and  dale,  and  he  saw  a  shepherd  lad  keeping  his 
sheep  in  a  pleasant  vale  where  the  grass  was  almost 
hidden  by  the  buttercups ;  and  the  shepherd  was 
playing  on  his  pipes. 

Now  as  the  shepherd  boy  played  he  heard  the 
scream  of  the  parrot,  and  looked  up,  and  saw  the 
strangely  coloured  bird  perched  in  a  tree.  He  laid 
aside  his  pipes,  and  ran  to  observe  it  closer.  Never 
before  had  he  seen  such  plumage,  and,  it  must  be 
admitted,  heard  so  ugly  a  voice. 
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The  parrot  at  once  flew  to  a  tree  a  little  further  ofT,- 
ancl  the  shepherd  boy  pursued  it.  He  forgot  his 
sheep,  and  thought  only  of  the  wonderful  bird ;  and 
so  the  parrot  led  him  over  hill  and  dale  till  he  came 
to  the  king's  castle,  and  there  saw  walking  in  her 
garden  the  beautiful  princess.  Then  he  forgot  the 
parrot,  forgot  everything,  in  his  admiration  for  her 
beauty. 

Now  when  the  princess  left  walking  and  entered 
the  castle,  the  shepherd,  whose  name  was  Florimund, 
returned  sadly  over  hill  and  dale  to  his  sheep.  That 
night  he  could  not  sleep ;  he  thought  only  of  the 
princess. 

Now  on  the  following  day  he  was  walking  with  his 
pipes  that  he  no  longer  played,  and  was  leading 
his  sheep  to  their  pasture,  when  he  saw  a  beauti- 
ful crimson  rose  in  the  hedge.  It  was  more  lovely 
than  any  rose  he  had  ever  seen  before ;  so  he  plucked 
it,  and  when  he  had  done  so  he  heard  the  same 
strange  voice  as  he  had  heard  on  the  preceding  day, 
and  he  looked  up  and  saw  the  parrot,  and  now  the 
parrot  spoke,  and  said  : — 

"  Come  hither,  come  hither,  thou  shepherd  boy. 
The  rose  thou  shalt  give  to  me, 
And  I  will  it  bear  to  thy  lady  fair 
As  a  love-token  sent  by  thee." 

Then  the  parrot  flew  down  from  the  tree  and  took 
the  rose  in  his  beak,  and  away  he  sped  on  his  green 
and  scarlet  wings,  nor   tarried   till   he   reached   the 
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king's  castle,  and  there  he  alighted  at  the  window 
of  the  princess  her  chamber. 

Now  she  was  sitting  there,  and  she  saw  her  bird, 
and  that  he  had  a  beautiful  rose  in  his  beak,  and  she 
put  out  her  hand  and  took  it. 

Then  said  the  parrot : — 

"  O  lady,  I  've  come  from  a  far,  far  land. 
And  the  rose  to  thee  I  bring, 
A  token  of  love  thy  heart  to  move 
That  sendeth  an  outlandish  king." 

Thereat  the  princess  was  glad,  and  she  said :  "  It 
is  well  made.  The  leaves  are  of  green  silk,  and  the 
petals  of  the  most  beautiful  velvet  that  ever  came 
from  loom." 

But  as  she  looked  closer,  she  saw  that  the  rose  was 
not  made  by  the  hands  of  men,  but  was  one  that 
sprang  out  of  the  earth  and  was  the  creation  of  God. 
Then  she  flamed  red  with  wrath,  and  she  tore  the 
flower  to  pieces,  and  cast  stalk  and  petals  on  the 
ground,  and  cried  out : — 

"  This  is  a  sorry  gift  from  a  king.  It  is 
nought :  I  took  it  for  a  make-believe  rose,  but  it 
is  only  a  common  natural  rose ;  therefore  I  will 
none  of  it." 

So  when  the  parrot  heard  this  he  flew  over  hill 
and    dale,   till    he    came    where    the    shepherd    was 
pasturing  his  sheep,  and  the  parrot  perched  on  a  tree 
and  said  : — 
C 
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"  Alack  and  aday  !  the  fair  ladie 
Will  none  of  thy  crimson  rose. 
It  s  not  a  make-believe,  saith  she, 
But  such  as  in  garden  grows." 

Now  to  while  away  the  time  the  shepherd  had  set 
bird  traps,  and  it  fell  out  that  he  had  caught  a  beauti- 
ful song  bird,  and  he  had  made  of  rushes  a  little  cage, 
and  in  this  he  had  set  the  bird  he  had  caught. 

Now  when  the  parrot  saw  this,  then  he  said  : — 

"  Now  give  to  me  for  the  fair  ladie, 
The  throstle  thou  hast  ta'en, 
I  will  engage  that  in  yonder  cage 
Her  heart  thou  now  wilt  gain." 

So  the  parrot  took  the  cage  in  his  beak,  and  flew 
away  over  hill  and  dale  till  he  came  to  the  king's 
castle.  And  there  was  the  princess  walking  in  the 
garden.  The  parrot  flew  to  her,  and  placed  the  cage 
with  the  singing  bird  in  it  in  her  hand,  and  at  once 
the  thrush  began  to  pipe  and  warble. 

The  parrot  said  : — 

"  O  lady,  I  've  come  from  a  far,  far  land. 
And  the  bird  to  you  I  bring, 
A  token  of  love  thy  heart  to  move, 
That  sends  an  outlandish  king." 

Then  the  princess  was  pleased,  and  she  ran  and 
took  the  cage  with  the  thrush  in  it  to  show  it  to  her 
father  and  all  the  court,  and  she  said  : — 

"  This  is  not  a  real  bird,  but  it  is  made  with  great 
skill,  and  it  pipes  by  reason  of  clockwork  inside,  and 
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a  pair  of  bellows  moved  by  the  clockwork,  and  a 
little  organ  that  is  concealed  under  the  feathers." 

Then  the  king,  her  father,  laughed  aloud,  and 
said  : — 

"  Silly  Rosalind  !  This  is  indeed  an  ordinary  thrush 
such  as  sings  in  every  bush." 

Now  when  she  heard  that,  she  was  very  angry,  and 
she  called  the  cat  and  gave  the  thrush  to  the  cat,  and 
the  cat  ate  it. 

So  when  the  parrot  saw  this  he  flew  over  hill  and 
dale  till  he  came  where  the  shepherd  was  pastur- 
ing his  sheep,  and  the  parrot  perched  on  a  tree  and 

said  : — 

"Alack  and  aday  !  the  fair  ladie 
Will  none  of  thy  singing  thrush. 
It  is  not  a  make-believe,  saith  she, 
But  such  as  is  in  each  bush." 

Now  it  was  so,  that  on  that  day  the  shepherd  had 
been  breaking  stones,  and  as  he  broke  one  there  fell 
out  a  diamond. 

When  the  parrot  saw  this,  then  he  said  : — 

"  Now  give  to  me,  for  the  fair  ladie. 
The  precious,  sparkling  stone. 
And  she  will  agree  to  yield  to  thee 
Her  heart,  and  to  thee  alone." 

So  the  parrot  took  the  real  diamond  in  his  beak, 
and  flew  with  it  away  over  hill  and  dale,  till  he  came 
to  the  king's  castle,  and  there  was  the  princess  sitting 
in  the  hall     He  flew  in  and  dropped  the  diamond 
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on  the  table   before  her,  and  perching  on   a  rafter 
he  said  : — 

"  O  lady,  I  've  come  from  a  far,  far  land, 
A  diamond  stone  I  bring, 
A  token  of  love  thy  heart  to  move, 
That  sends  an  outlandish  king." 

But  the  princess  threw  the  stone  away  with  indig- 
nation. "  I  have,"  said  she,  "  diamonds  in  abundance. 
There  are  five  hundred  in  my  necklace,  a  thousand 
in  my  stomacher,  and  two  thousand  in  my  tiara. 
What  does  an  outlandish  king  mean  by  sending  me 
one  beggarly  diamond  ?  Had  he  sent  me  an  artificial 
stone,  an  imitation  diamond,  there  would  have  been 
something  in  that  worth  consideration." 

So  when  the  parrot  saw  this  he  flew  over  hill  and 
dale,  till  he  came  where  the  shepherd  was  pasturing 
his  sheep,  and  the  parrot  perched  on  a  tree  and  said : — 

"Alack  and  aday,  the  fair  ladie 

Will  none  of  your  precious  stone ; 
She  hateth  the  true,  but  the  make-believe 
And  the  false  she  will  have  alone." 

Now  when  the  shepherd  heard  this  he  started  to 
his  feet  and  stamped,  and  his  face  grew  red  with 
anger.  And  he  cried  out,  "Hitherto  I  have  but  trifled 
in  this  matter ;  but  now  am  I  serious,  and  with  thy 
help,  parrot,  will  I  achieve  the  adventure,  and  I  will 
go  myself  and  win  this  wilful  and  hard-hearted 
princess." 
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Then  the  parrot  said,  "  Command  me,  and  I  will 
do  what  thou  desirest." 

Thereupon  said  the  shepherd,  "  Canst  thou  fly 
away  to  where  are  rich  merchants'  shops,  and 
bring  me  velvet  and  silk  and  satin  and  fine 
plumes  and  costly  raiment,  such  as  a  king  should 
wear  ? " 

Then  the  parrot  answered,  "  Give  me  time,  and  I 
will  bring  you  piece  by  piece  such  raiment  as  you 
require." 

On  a  day  in  summer,  when  the  sun  shone  bright, 
the  parrot  flew  over  hill  and  dale  followed  by  one 
hundred  other  parrots,  all  in  most  gorgeous  livery  of 
green  and  scarlet,  and  they  made  so  great  a  noise 
that  on  reaching  the  king's  castle  everyone  came  out 
to  see  what  was  the  cause. 

Among  those  who  came  was  the  princess. 

Then  her  escaped  bird  sang  : — 

"  There  cometh  a  prince  from  a  far  countrie, 
With  feathers  upon  his  head ; 
And  he  would  marry  the  fair  princess 
Who  with  none  but  a  king  will  wed. 

"  No  palace  than  his  was  ever  seen 
So  noble — a  vaulted  blue ; 
'Tis  carpeted  through  with  living  green, 
And  diamonds  the  pavement  strew. 

"  Ten  thousand  minstrels  are  in  his  choir, 
And  ever  they  pipe  and  play, 
And  king  is  he  of  the  gentlest  race 
That  never  resist  his  sway. 
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"  His  throne  with  richest  purple  dight, 
Exhaleth  a  perfume  sweet, 
And  when  he  walketh  out  he  treads 
Gold  pieces  beneath  his  feet. 

"  The  cellar  he  hath  is  ever  full, 
And  the  wine  it  sparkles  clear, 
And  a  hundred  thousand  lamps  are  lit. 
His  halls  in  the  night  to  cheer. 

"  The  greatest  riches  the  world  can  give 
He  hath,  and  he  hath  no  care ; 
And  only  he  lacketh  a  fair  woman 
His  sceptre  and  throne  to  share." 

Now  when  the  princess  heard  this  her  heart  danced 
for  joy.  At  length  had  come  a  proposal  from  the 
man  for  whom  she  had  tarried  so  long. 

And  presently  from  out  the  wood  came  a  beautiful 
young  man.  He  had  blue  eyes  and  fair  hair,  and  he 
was  richly  arrayed ;  and  on  his  head  was  a  green 
velvet  cap  set  with  white  feathers. 

He  was  well  received  by  both  king  and  court. 

Then  he  bent  his  knee,  and  asked  if  he  might  have 
the  hand  of  the  matchless  Princess  Rosalind.  The 
king,  her  father,  answered  that  she  was  hard  to 
satisfy.  None  of  those  who  had  hitherto  offered  had 
been  accepted  by  her ;  but  he  must  ask  her  himself. 

Then  the  stranger  turned  to  the  princess,  and  she 
would  not  say  him  nay,  and  so  forthwith  they  were 
married,  and  the  festivities  were  kept  up  for  an 
entire  week.  And  all  this  time  the  parrots  flew  about 
the  palace,  and  their  gorgeous  feathers  shone  in  the 
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sun  ;  and  nothing  could  have  exceeded  the  beauty, 
but  unhappily  they  made  an  overpowering  noise,  and 
their  voices  were  unmusical. 

Now  when  the  feasting  and  dancing  had  lasted  a 
week  and  a  day,  then  the  merry-making  ceased.  The 
princess  was  very  happy,  and  loved  her  husband  with 
all  her  heart,  and  thought  herself  the  most  fortunate 
woman  in  the  world. 

But  on  a  day  she  and  he  stood  in  the  window,  and 
were  talking  together.  Then  she  said  to  him  :  "  I 
know  that  you  are  a  king,  and  that  your  name  is 
Florimund,  but  as  yet  you  have  told  me  nothing  of 
your  kingdom  and  of  your  people." 

Then  he  smiled,  and  answered,  "  When  did  I  tell 
thee  I  was  a  king  ?  " 

She  replied,  "  The  parrot  proclaimed  it." 

"It  is  well,"  he  answered ;  "  I  am  a  king,  for  I  can 
rule  my  own  self,  and  everyone  who  can  govern  his 
own  will  and  passions,  he  is  as  true  a  sovereign  as 
one  that  weareth  a  crown." 

Then  she  started,  and  said,  "  How  is  this  ?  What 
mean  you  ?  I  heard  that  you  ruled  over  the  gentlest 
race,  and  that  the  subjects  under  your  sceptre  never 
rebelled." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  he  ;  "  I  am  a  shepherd,  and  my 
sheep  are  my  obedient  subjects." 

"  What ! "  she  exclaimed  ;  "  and  thy  palace  with  a 
blue  vault  ?  " 

"  That  is  the  wide  world,  overarched  with  the  sky." 
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"  And  carpeted  with  living  green,  bestrewed  with 
diamonds  ? " 

"The  green  grass  that  twinkles  with  morning 
dew." 

"  And  what  of  the  minstrel  choir  ? " 

"  These  be  the  singing  birds." 

"And  thy  throne  of  purple  that  exhales  frag- 
rance?" 

"That,"  answered  the  shepherd,  "is  a  bank  of 
violets." 

"  And  when  thou  walkest  thou  treadest  on  gold  ? " 

"It  is  even  so — on  buttercups." 

"But  the  parrot  proclaimed  that  thou  hadst  the 
greatest  riches  that  the  world  can  give." 

"That  is  a  contented  heart.  I  had  that  before  I 
saw  thee ;  then  only  was  I  unhappy.  Now  I  have 
thee  I  am  the  happiest  and  therefore  the  richest  of 
men  again." 

The  princess  was  silent  and  trembled. 

"  Thou  hast  been  false !  "  she  said. 

"  No,"  answered  the  shepherd.  "  There  is  nothing 
false  about  me  save  my  garment,  and  that  can  be  put 
off;  underneath  is  a  true  heart.  But  I  caught  thee 
by  guile.  Thou  wouldst  have  naught  but  what  was 
false,  despising  a  true  rose,  a  true  bird,  a  true 
diamond.  I  caught  thee  with  my  false  appearance, 
and  now " 

Then  the  princess  burst  into  tears,  threw  herself 
into  his  arms,  and  said,  "Now  only  that  I  hate  myself 
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for  my  pride  and  love  of  what  was  untrue,  am   I 
worthy  to  hold  and  retain  thee." 

The  queen  of  the  pixies  had  listened  to  the 
tale,  and  for  a  while  had  forgotten  her  dear  dead 
hedgehog.  The  king  looked  in  her  face  and  smiled, 
and  she  gave  him  a  sad  look.  She  was  grateful  for 
his  love  and  consideration  for  her,  but  her  heart  was 
still  sore. 

Now  there  was  seated  on  a  stone  hard  by  a  very 
beautiful  fairy  damsel,  with  great  blue  eyes,  and 
cheeks  like  June  wild-rose  leaves ;  and  she  kept  those 
wonderful  eyes  of  hers  fixed  upon  the  schoolmaster, 
and  never  drew  them  away.  She  drank  in  every 
word  of  his  tale ;  and  ever  and  anon  he  looked  at 
her,  and  it  gave  him  great  pleasure  to  see  how 
delighted  she  was  with  the  tale  that  he  told. 

Then  said  the  king,  "Are  you  tired,  schoolmaster?" 

"  No,  your  Majesty,"  answered  Jeremiah.  "  And 
if  your  gracious  consort  be  willing  to  hear  another 
story,  I  shall  be  prepared  to  tell  her  again  a  tale  " 

"  It  is  well,"  said  the  king. 

Then  the  fairy  damsel  with  the  blue  eyes  put  her 
hands  together  entreatingly,  but  said  nothing. 

Thereupon  Mr.  Jeremiah  smiled  at  her,  and  she 
plucked  up  heart  and  smiled  in  return. 

And  he  considered  a  moment,  and  said,  "  I  will 
tell  you  now  the  story  of  '  Little  Jack  Horner  who 
sat   in   a  corner.'     That  is  a   tale  very  few  people 
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know  nowadays  in  the  world  from  which  I  have 
come,  but  it  was  one  with  which  their  grandparents 
were  familiar ;  and  I  dare  be  bound  that  it  will  not 
be  without  interest  to  you." 

Then  the  little  blue-eyed  fairy  went  up  to  the  king 
and  whispered,  and  he  nodded  approvingly. 

Whereupon  she  picked  a  little  stalk  of  whortle- 
berry, on  which  was  one  blue  fruit,  and,  going 
timidly  up  to  Jeremiah,  she  offered  it  to  him.  He 
took  it  with  a  grateful  smile  and  put  it  into  his 
mouth ;  and,  wonderful  to  relate,  at  once  it  was  to 
him  as  though  his  bent  back  became  straight  as 
that  of  other  people — no  more  stiff  and  forcing  him 
to  stoop.  He  sat  upright  against  the  stone,  and 
could  touch  it  with  his  shoulder.  Then  in  good 
cheer  he  began  his  second  tale. 
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11. 

THE    PLEASANT   TALE   OF 
JACK    HORNER 

"Some  talk  of  Alexander, 

And  some  of  Hercules, 
Of  Hector  and  Lysander, 

And  such  great  names  as  these ; 
But  of  all  the  world's  brave  heroes 
There 's  none  that  may  compare 

With  little  Jack  Horner 

Who  sat  in  a  corner, 
And  had  not  a  plum  to  spare." 

IT  is  a  strange  .thing  that  so  little  is  recollected 
about  this  great  hero  and  notable  man,  except 
that  he  ate  a  Christmas  pie ;  and  in  eating  it  put 
in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  a  plum,  and  said,  "What 
a  good  boy  am  I ! "  And  yet  his  history  is  to  be 
found  in  ancient  books ;  and  the  picking  out  of  the 
plum  is  the  least  remarkable  thing  he  did  of  which 
record  remains. 

Jack  Horner  was  born  at  Islington,  and  he  had 
very  respectable  and  good  parents.  And  an  old 
ballad  sings : — 

"  While  little  Jack  was  sweet  and  young, 
If  he  should  chance  to  cry, 
His  mother  pretty  sonnets  sung 
With  fal-la-lul-a-by ; 
27 
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With  such  a  dainty,  curious  tone, 

As  Jack  sat  on  her  knee, 
So  that  e'er  he  could  go  alone 

He  sang  as  well  as  she. 
A  pretty  boy  of  curious  wit, 

All  people  spoke  his  praise  ; 
And  in  the  corner  he  would  sit 

In  Christmas  holidays. 
When  neighbours  did  together  meet 

To  pass  away  the  time, 
Why,  little  Jack  was  sure  to  eat 

His  Christmas  pie  in  rhyme. 
And  said  Jack  Horner,  *  In  a  corner 

Gets  good  Christmas  pie, 
And  with  his  thumb  pulls  out  a  plum,' 

And  said,  '  Good  boy  am  I  ! ' 
These  pretty  verses,  which  he  made 

Upon  his  Christmas  cheer. 
Did  gain  him  love,  as  it  is  said. 

Of  all,  both  far  and  near. 
The  lasses  loved  his  company 

Each  day  above  all  other  ; 
They  knew  right  well  that  he  would  be 

A  man  before  his  mother." 


Now  when  Jack  was  grown  to  the  age  of  twenty 
his  father  took  him  to  a  good  worshipful  knight  who 
Hved  a  long,  long  way  distant,  and  he  offered  Jack 
to  him  as  a  servant. 

The  knight  consented  to  receive  him,  and  so  the 
father  left  him  with  the  knight  and  bade  him  be  true, 
faithful,  and  honest. 

It  was  so  that  this  knight,  who  came  out  of  Corn- 
wall, belonged  to  a  vastly  ancient  and  noble  family 
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and  it  had  the  exclusive  honour  of  the  members  of 
it  being  born  with  shadows  of  gold-leaf  attached  to 
them  instead  of  the  vulgar  grey  and  sometimes  black 
shadows  that  adhere  to  common  people. 

But  although  the  possession  of  gold-leaf  shadows 
was  a  great  distinction  and  made  the  Killigrewes 
hold  up  their  heads  very  high,  yet  this  privilege 
of  noble  birth  was  one  of  considerable  inconveni- 
ence ;  for  gold-leaf  is  very  liable  to  get  torn,  either 
by  falling  on  thorns  or  sticking  to  damp  soil. 

Moreover,  as  gold  is  the  most  precious  of  metals, 
when  any  rogue  came  near  the  knight  he  endea- 
voured to  tread  on  his  shadow  and  secure  as  much 
of  the  gold-leaf  as  he  could  tear  away  by  so  doing. 
It  may,  therefore,  be  well  understood  that  although 
having  a  shadow  of  gold-leaf  was  a  distinction,  yet 
it  was  not  conducive  to  comfort. 

As  many  gentlemen  keep  valets  to  attend  to  their 
clothes,  to  brush,  fold,  and  lay  them  out,  and  to  pack 
and  unpack  their  valises  for  them,  so  this  knight  was 
obliged  to  have  about  his  person  a  goldbeater  to 
attend  to  his  shadow.  Whenever  it  was  torn  he 
had  to  hammer  out  what  remained  to  fill  the  gap, 
and  he  had,  further,  to  unite  the  torn  edges  when  by 
beating  he  had  expanded  the  gold-leaf  sufficiently. 
This  process  necessarily  made  the  shadow  grow  more 
thin  and  liable  to  be  torn  every  day,  and  of  course 
made  the  knight  less  inclined  to  leave  the  house 
and  expose  his  gold-leaf  shadow  to  risk. 
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The  goldbeater  naturally  encouraged  his  master 
to  remain  within  the  house,  so  as  to  save  himself 
trouble,  for,  indeed,  when  the  knight  was  at  home 
the  goldbeater  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  but  eat 
and  drink  and  amuse  himself 

The  knight,  whose  name  was  Sir  Gorman  Killi- 
grewe,  retained  also  what  he  called  his  varlet,  which 
is  much  the  same  as  a  modern  valet.  The  gold- 
beater declared  that  he  was  not  engaged  to  do 
anything  m.ore  to  the  shadow  than  patch  it  when 
torn,  and  the  care  of  it  daily  devolved  on  the  varlet, 
who  was  expected  to  lay  it  out  in  the  morning  and 
fold  it  up  at  night.  This  latter  process  was  per- 
formed on  paper  that  had  finely-pounded  pounce 
powder  on  it  to  prevent  the  gold-leaf  from  adher- 
ing to  the  paper. 

Now  the  varlet  was  a  great  rogue,  and  he  clipped 
the  shadow  all  round  so  as  to  reduce  it  in  size 
without  altering  it  in  shape.  By  this  means  he 
cunningly  appropriated  a  considerable  amount  of 
gold,  which  he  disposed  of  to  a  Jew,  without  his 
fraud  being  detected. 

Whenever  he  was  short  of  money  this  was  how 
he  eased  himself  of  his  difficulties. 

Now  when  Jack  Horner  came  into  the  service 
of  Sir  Gorman  Killigrewe,  he  very  soon  saw  that 
the  knight  was  being  ill-treated  by  the  goldbeater 
and  the  varlet,  who  made  use  of  him  to  serve  their 
own   purposes — the   one   to   do   nothing,  the   other 
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to  cheat.  He  considered  it  his  duty  to  stop  the 
roguery  if  he  could,  but  without  betraying  his  fellow- 
servant. 

Now  there  had  been  a  big  black  goat  killed.  So 
he  got  the  skin,  and  one  night  put  it  over  him 
and  drew  the  head  and  horns  over  his  own  head, 
and  thus  disguised  he  bounded,  when  the  varlet  was 
asleep,  into  his  bedroom,  leapt  on  the  bed,  and  began 
to  caper  and  make  hideous  noises  as  he  danced  on 
his  chest. 

The  varlet  woke  in  the  most  dreadful  fright  and 
screamed  out. 

Then  Jack  said,  "  I  will  dance  on  you  and  trample 
out  your  wicked  heart  unless  you  give  up  the  gold 
you  have  stolen  from  your  master." 

"  It  is  in  my  locked  drawer,  and  the  key  is  under 
my  pillow,"  cried  the  man  in  fear. 

Then  Jack  jumped  off  the  bed,  took  the  key,  un- 
locked the  drawer,  and  found  a  thin  edging  of  gold 
laid  out  there.  This  he  removed  and  ran  out  of 
the  room.  When  he  placed  this  edging  round  the 
knight's  shadow  it  fitted  it  exactly,  so  he  summoned 
the  goldbeater  and  made  him  hammer  till  he  had 
fastened  it  on  and  made  all  as  it  had  been  before. 
But  Jack  soon  perceived  that  the  varlet  had  not  told 
him  all.  He  had  given  up  only  the  last  clipping 
of  the  shadow ;  so  he  again  assumed  the  goatskin, 
and  again  gambolled  at  night  on  the  man's  chest. 
The  varlet,  now  in  great  pain  and  terror,  confessed 
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that  he  had  sold  the  other  clippings  to  Mordecai  the 
Jew. 

Now  when  Jack  Horner  heard  this  he  was  troubled, 
for  it  requires  a  vast  deal  of  cleverness  to  get  the 
better  of  a  Jew.  However,  he  determined  to  try 
what  he  could  do. 

So  one  day  that  was  a  fair -day  he  started  for 
the  market  town. 

It  was  a  pleasant,  sunshiny  holiday,  and  as  he 
went  along  the  road  he  heard  the  market  people 
talk  about  a  very  aged  hermit  who  lived  in  a  wood 
on  a  hill  near  by.  He  had  never  seen  a  hermit, 
and,  moreover,  he  desired  advice  how  to  proceed 
with  the  Jew,  so  as  to  recover  his  master's  shadow 
parings.  Accordingly  he  turned  aside  from  the 
highway  to  visit  him. 

He  found  the  aged  man  seated  in  a  cave. 

"  His  locks  were  white  as  snow, 
Strange  hollow  eyes  and  wrinkled  brow. 
His  nose  and  chin  did  meet." 

He  was  a  kindly  old  man,  bent  double,  and  very 
hard  in  his  breathing.  He  listened  attentively  to 
Jack's  story,  and  Jack  told  him  everything.  Then 
the  hermit  said,  "  I  am  much  indebted  to  your 
master.  Sir  Gorman  Killigrewe,  for  he  provides  me 
with  a  new  habit  every  third  year.  You  are  an 
honest  lad.  I  have  not  long  to  live,  and  my  soul 
desires  on  earth  but  one  thing,  a  jug  of  nappy  brown 
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liquor  bought  at  your  cost,  for  I  have  no  money  of 
mine  own." 

Jack  promised  to  bring  it  him,  and  then  asked 
how  he  was  to  manage  with  the  Jew  Mordecai. 

Then  the  hermit  said  that  he  would  give  him  a 

pair  of  enchanted    pipes   and   an   invisible  coat,  so 

that  :— 

"  Whoever  hears  it  when  you  blow 
Shall  dance  and  jump  about ; 
They  shan't  be  able  to  stand  still 

While  you  the  music  play, 
But  after  you,  o'er  dale  and  hill. 
They  all  shall  dance  the  hay." 

The  "  hay,"  you  must  understand,  was  an  old 
dance  much  liked  at  that  time. 

The  advantage  of  the  invisible  coat  was  this : — 

"  If  you  should  with  an  hundred  meet 

When  thus  you  pass  along. 
Though  in  the  very  open  street, 

Not  one  in  all  the  throng- 
Shall  ever  see  you  in  the  least. 

But  hear  the  music  sound. 
And  wonder  that  both  man  and  beast 

Is  forced  to  dance  around." 

Jack  took  the  pipes  and  put  over  him  the  in- 
visible coat,  and  the  old  man  advised  him  what  he 
was  to  do.     Then  he  went  on  his  way. 

Now  as  he  proceeded,  he  saw  a  woman  going  to 
the  fair  with  a  basket  of  eggs  on  her  arm,  so  to 
try  the  effect  of  his  pipes  he  played  a  tune. 
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At  once  up  went  her  feet,  and  she  capered  with 
might  and  main,  and  the  eggs  in  her  basket  danced 
as  well,  till  all  were  broken.  Jack  threw  a  piece 
of  gold  into  the  basket  to  make  some  amends  to 
the  poor  woman,  and  proceeded  further. 

At  length  it  was  his  happy  lot 

To  cross  a  pleasant  mead, 
When  he  six  lazy  fiddlers  spied 

A-going  to  the  fair. 
Beneath  their  coats  crowds  at  their  side, 

And  many  others  there. 
Amongst  the  rest,  six  jolly  blades 

Behind  those  crowders  came  ; 
They  on  their  shoulders  carried  crates 

With  glasses  in  the  same. 
Now  crowders  they  be  rogues,  I  know, 

And  cratesmen  they  are  worse, 
They  cozen  all  where'er  they  go, 

And  pick  each  lass's  purse. 

It  must  be  explained  that  in  Old  English  a 
"  crowd "  is  a  fiddle,  and  a  "  crowder "  is  a  fiddler, 
and  that  "  to  cozen  "  signifies  to  cheat. 

Then  Jack  began  to  play  his  pipes,  and  the  fiddlers 
and  the  men  with  their  crates  began  to  dance  after 
him  all  along  the  way  into  the  town  and  down  the 
street. 

Like  morice  dancers  they  did  prance 
Up  to  their  knees  in  dirt. 

He  led  them  before  the  Jew's  house,  and  there 
they  capered  and  flung  about  their  legs ;    the  glass 
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in  the  crates  was  broken,  and  fell  in  shivers  on  the 
pavement.  Now  Mordecai  was  in  his  shop ;  he  had 
just  opened  the  drawer  in  which  were  the  clippings 
of  Sir  Gorman's  gold-leaf  shadow,  and  he  was 
about  to  melt  them  together  into  one  solid  lump 
of  gold,  when  he  heard  the  uproar  in  the  street, 
and  looked  out  of  his  window,  and  there  saw  not 
only  the  fiddlers  and  the  crate-men  dancing,  but 
all  the  people  who  stayed  to  see  the  fun,  they  also 
were  kicking  about. 

The  Jew  was  so  amazed  at  the  sight,  that  he 
went  to  his  door,  and  at  once  the  fit  came  on  him 
also,  and  he  danced  like  a  young  man. 

Jack  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  and  col- 
lected all  the  skimpings  of  gold-leaf,  rolled  them 
carefully  up,  and  left  without  anyone  having  seen 
him. 

After  this,  and  after  he  had  supplied  the  hermit 
with  his  ale,  Jack  returned  to  Sir  Gorman  Killi- 
grevve.  The  rascality  of  the  varlet  was  now  so  well 
established  that  the  knight  dismissed  him.  The 
goldbeater  was,  however,  retained  to  hammer  the 
shadow  into  condition  again. 

Jack  Horner  had  rendered  his  master  so  great 
a  service  that  he  took  on  him  now  to  give  the 
knight  his  opinion.  He  strongly  advised  him  to 
have  his  shadow  of  gold-leaf,  when  put  completely 
to  rights,  framed  and  hung  up  in  his  hall  among 
the   family   portraits,  where   it  would   come   by  no 
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hurt,  and  to  provide  himself  with  a  grey -black 
shadow  like  ordinary  people.  The  knight  considered 
that  it  would  be  a  great  come-down  in  life  to  do 
this,  but  finally  consented  on  condition  that  Jack 
would  furnish  him  with  an  ordinary  shadow.  This 
also  the  obliging  youth  promised  to  do.  He  visited 
the  hermit  again  and  asked  him  in  what  way  he 
should  proceed. 

The  anchorite  told  him  that  the  Land  of  Shadows 
lay  in  the  heart  of  the  earth,  and  was  ruled  over 
by  the  King  of  Shadows,  who  both  supplied  new 
shadows  to  such  as  were  born  into  the  world,  but 
also  took  charge  of  the  shades  of  such  as  died. 
The  way  into  his  realm  was  down  one  of  those 
great  swallow-holes,  like  craters  or  wells,  that  gape 
in  all  limestone  countries.  He  must  descend  one 
of  these,  taking  with  him  the  pipes  that  made  all 
who  heard  them  to  dance.  The  jacket  of  invisibility 
he  would  not  require ;  but  he  lent  him  what  would 
avail,  the  shoes  of  adhesion,  which  would  enable 
him,  like  a  fly,  to  ascend  or  descend  a  perpendicular 
wall,  and  even  to  walk  along  a  ceiling  with  his  head 
downwards. 

So  Jack  started,  and  he  went  to  Yorkshire, 
where  he  heard  were  several  of  these  holes  in  the 
earth. 

When  he  found  one,  he  proceeded  to  descend. 

This  was  very  laborious  and  also  extremely 
dangerous  work,  as  the  sides  were  precipitous. 
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He  was  obliged  to  hold  on  by  small  projections 
of  rock,  and  to  place  his  feet  in  crannies.  As  he 
descended  further  there  was  so  much  stalagmite 
that  he  found  it  slippery,  and  the  danger  became 
even  greater.  Still  he  had  a  good  heart,  he  never 
lost  his  presence  of  mind,  and  by  going  on,  using 
the  utmost  precaution,  feeling  his  way  when  it 
became  too  dark  to  see,  he  gradually  reached  a 
vast  hall,  and  found  his  feet  rest  on  a  level  sur- 
face. 

Then  he  looked  about  him,  and  found  that  he  was 
in  the  cavern  of  the  King  of  Shadows. 

The  walls  on  all  sides  were  pierced  with  pigeon- 
holes. At  the  extreme  end  of  the  hall  sat  the  king 
in  an  iron  chair,  and  he  had  a  table  or  counter  before 
him.  When  disengaged,  he  stretched  out  his  very 
long,  thin  legs,  and  spread  his  toes  apart  as  far  as 
was  possible,  then  his  arms,  and  distended  his 
fingers ;  he  after  that  stretched  his  neck  almost  to 
dislocation,  and  yawned  as  widely  as  he  could 
without  throwing  his  jaws  out  of  joint.  This  was 
the  manner  in  which  he  took  exercise  and  diversion. 
He  had  much  to  occupy  him. 

Down  the  several  swallow-holes  on  the  surface  of 
the  earth  came  fluttering  the  shadows  of  men,  after 
they  were  dead  and  had  no  more  use  for  their  shadows. 
The  moment  a  shadow  arrived,  the  king  caught  it 
in  one  hand,  laid  it  on  the  counter,  got  a  flat  iron 
from  a  stove  hard  by,  smoothed  it  out,  then  rolled 
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it  up,  tied  a  black  band  round  it,  affixed  a  label  with 
the  name  of  the  person  who  had  worn  it,  and  the 
date  of  his  death,  the  length  of  time  he  had  used 
his  shadow,  and  then  thrust  it  away  into  one  of 
the  pigeon-holes  on  his  right  hand  side.  But  that 
was  not  all  his  work.  He  also  produced  from  lockers 
on  his  left  hand  the  shadows  that  would  be  wanted 
for  newly-born  people.  These  were  white,  and  of 
a  cobweb  consistency.  He  did  not  send  these  up 
one  by  one,  as  he  received  the  old  shadows  ;  but 
he  despatched  them  in  batches  up  a  funnel-shaped 
chimney  that  extended  to  the  surface  of  the  earth 
and  opened  as  a  crater  at  the  top  of  a  high  moun- 
tain. 

You  might  suppose  that  there  would  be  a  difficulty 
in  doing  so.  There  was  none  in  the  least.  The 
whole  process  was  perfectly  simple,  and  it  was 
worked  by  an  ordinary  law  of  Nature,  Every  well- 
instructed  person  is  aware  that  cold  air  is  heavier 
than  hot  air.  The  latter  mounts  and  the  former 
descends.  Now  the  air  warmed  below  ascended 
by  the  funnel-shaped  opening,  and  as  it  went  up, 
wafted  the  white  shadows  with  it,  whereas  a  cold 
and  heavy  current  descending  through  the  swallow- 
holes,  conveyed  the  used  and  done- with  shadows 
in  the  most  natural  manner  possible  to  the  counter 
of  the  King  of  Shades  below.  The  result  of  this 
continuous  circulation  of  air  in  the  vault  was  that 
an    eternal    draught    prevailed    there,    and    conse- 
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quently  the  King  of  Shadows  ahvays  suffered  from 
a  bad  cold  in  his  head. 

We  here  above  see  the  sky  covered  with  what 
we  call  mackerel  clouds,  but  what  we  see  are  not 
clouds  at  all.  They  are  the  shadows  sent  up  by 
the  king  below,  to  fly  about  tiill  required. 

No  sooner  do  they  adhere  to  such  as  are  newly 
born  than  they  become  discoloured,  grey,  even 
black. 

"  What  do  you  want  here  ? "  asked  the  king, 
staring  at  the  young  man  who  had  invaded  his 
realm,  uninvited. 

"  I  am  come,"  answered  Jack,  "  for  the  shadow  of 
Sir  Gorman  Killigrewe." 

"  He  has  one  of  his  own  of  gold-leaf." 

"  Of  that  he  is  tired.  Now  he  desires  one  of 
ordinary  nature,  but  your  best  quality." 

"  Ours  are  all  of  one  quality,  warranted  to  last  a 
lifetime." 

"  Will  your  Majesty  graciously  let  the  knight  have 
one  ? " 

"  No,  I  will  not.  He  did  not  take  the  trouble, 
or  was  too  high  and  mighty,  to  obtain  one  when  he 
might.     Now  he  must  do  without." 

Then  Jack  pulled  out  his  pipes  and  began  to 
play. 

Thereupon  ensued  a  wonderful  thing.  The  shadows 
that  were  rolled  up  and  stowed  away  in  the  pigeon- 
holes began  to  move ;  they  turned  over,  burst  the 
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bands  that  tied  them,  and  sent  filmy  their  legs 
down,  then  completely  uncoiled  and  fell  a- dancing 
on  the  floor.  Not  only  was  this  the  case  with  such 
as  were  the  shades  of  the  dead,  but  also  with  the 
white  gossamer  shadows  of  the  unborn.  Never  was 
seen  before,  never  again  will  be  seen,  so  extra- 
ordinary a  spectacle  as  the  dance  of  black  and  white 
shadows. 

The  king  stretched  his  legs  and  his  arms ;  he 
jumped  to  his  feet ;  he  screamed  ;  he  ran  about ;  he 
turned  somersaults ;  he  was  as  one  mad ;  for  all 
order  in  his  repository  was  lost. 

He  pranced  before  Jack  and  shrieked  to  him  to 
desist,  and  that  he  might  take  three,  four,  a  dozen, 
shadows  if  he  liked  for  his  master,  Sir  Gorman 
KilHgrewe. 

When  he  had  promised  this,  then  Jack  Horner 
ceased  playing,  and  the  shadows  fell  back,  and 
fell  into  vast  confusion  and  some  altercation,  none 
knowing  exactly  which  were  their  proper  lockers, 
into  which  to  retire. 

Jack  declined  to  take  more  than  half  a  dozen 
shadows.  These  he  rolled  up,  tied  them  in  a  bundle, 
slung  them  over  his  back,  and,  thanks  to  the  aid 
afforded  him  by  the  shoes  of  adhesion,  was  able  to 
climb  the  swallow-hole  by  which  he  had  descended, 
and  reach  the  upper  world  in  safety. 

He  hastened  to  his  dear  master,  who  made  a  good 
selection,  and  chose  the  handsomest   shadow   from 
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among  the  six,  and  adjusted  it  to  his  person.  Then 
he  had  his  gold-leaf  shadow  framed,  and  hung  up  in 
the  hall  beside  his  portrait. 

Sir  Gorman  Killigrewe  now  went  out  of  doors, 
and  as  the  day  was  fine  and  the  sun  shone,  his 
shadow  ran  about,  now  before  him,  then  behind  him  ; 
now  it  was  at  one  side,  then  on  the  other.  It  leaped 
walls,  it  scrambled  over  hedges,  it  laid  itself  out 
flat  on  a  muddy  pond,  and  to  the  knight's  infinite 
satisfaction  it  was  none  the  worse  for  its  antics. 
When  he  returned  from  his  walk  there  was  not  a 
rent  in  his  entire  shadow.  He  had  not  left  a  patch 
of  it  behind. 

Sir  Gorman  Killigrewe  was  so  gratified  by  the 
services  of  Jack  that  he  said  to  him,  "  My  good 
lad,  I  will  reward  you.  I  have  an  only  daughter ; 
she  shall  be  yours.  She  is  beautiful,  and  will  be 
wealthy." 

Jack  was  delighted,  and  he  asked  where  she  was, 
as  hitherto  he  had  not  seen  her. 

"Upon  my  word,"  answered  the  knight,  "there 
you  raise  a  difficulty.  My  daughter  was  born  with 
a  common  shadow,  like  common  people ;  in  that  she 
took  after  her  mother.  But  I  at  that  time  felt  very 
keenly  on  the  matter  of  gold-leaf  shadows,  and  I 
did  not  love  and  regard  my  daughter  as  I  ought 
to  have  done.  She  was  allowed  to  run  about  where 
she  liked,  and  one  day  she  was  lost.  Since  then 
I  have  neither  seen  her  nor  heard  anything  of  her. 
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However,  }'Ours  she  shall  be  as  soon  as  you  have 
found  her." 

Jack  respectfully  thanked  the  knight,  and  went 
to  the  hermit  to  ask  his  advice. 

The  old  man  answered  that  his  throat  was  very 
dry,  but  that  if  moistened  with  nappy  ale  he  might 
be  able  to  recover  his  voice. 

So  Jack  went  to  the  town,  brought  him  a  jug 
of  good  beer,  and  when  the  hermit  was  refreshed 
he  said  to  him,  "  My  son,  I  believe  that  Sir 
Gorman's  daughter  has  been  carried  off.  I  will 
lend  you  my  little  dog,  Find.  You  must  let  him 
snuff  a  shoe  of  the  lost  damsel ;  after  that  he 
will  be  able  to  track  her  anywhere.  But  for  this 
adventure  you  will  not  take  either  the  pipes,  or  the 
invisible  coat,  or  the  shoes  of  adhesion  ;  no  amount 
of  piping  will  make  the  giant  Grim  dance;  and  he, 
I  strongly  suspect,  has  taken  away  the  young  lady. 
If  you  wore  the  invisible  coat  the  dog  would  not 
see  you  and  be  able  to  attend  you  ;  and  there  will 
be  nothing  to  climb,  so  you  will  not  need  the  shoes ; 
but  take  with  you  the  Five  Shadows." 

Now  it  happened  that  there  were  some  shoes 
of  the  lost  damsel  at  Sir  Gorman's  castle,  so  the 
dog  Find  was  given  them  to  smell.  He  snuffed 
meditatively  for  a  minute,  then  shook  his  ears,  and 
started  running  with  his  nose  to  the  ground  ;  and 
Jack  went  after  him. 

Well,  the  little  dog  ran  and  ran,  ever  nosing  the 
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ground,  till  it  arrived  in  front  of  a  cave  that  was 
occupied  by  a  giant. 

This  very  giant  could  with  ease 

Step  fifty  feet  in  length  ; 
Up  by  the  roots  he  pulled  oak  trees, 

So  mighty  was  his  strength. 
His  lips,  they  opened  like  two  gates  ; 

His  beard  hung  down  like  wire  ; 
His  eyes  were  like  two  pewter  plates; 

His  breath  was  smoke  and  fire. 


How  could  Jack  succeed  with  such  a  monster? 

Happily  he  had  a  sword,  which  had  been  lent  him 
by  Sir  Gorman  KilHgrewe. 

The  giant,  seeing  the  dog  at  the  entrance  to  the 
cave,  ran  out,  whereupon  the  little  creature  began 
to  snap  and  bark. 

Jack  brandished  his  sword  and  dared  the  giant 
to  come  on.  The  monster  laughed  and  got  his 
cudgel  and  advanced,  but  the  dog  jumped  behind 
and  bit  the  calves  of  his  legs,  and  the  giant  turned 
to  try  to  drive  him  away.  Then,  by  a  dexterous 
movement.  Jack  untied  his  bundle  of  shadows  and 
threw  them  over  the  giant. 

All  at  once  the  ogre  found  himself  supplied  with 
six  shadows,  his  own  and  five  in  addition,  and  he 
turned  and  stared,  and  got  them  entangled  the  one 
with  the  other ;  some  got  between  his  legs ;  others 
got  across  his  arm  ;  one  got  into  his  eyes  and  held 
him  in  darkness.     He  struggled  and  kicked,  and  the 
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shadows  got  knotted,  and  their  entanglement  be- 
came every  moment  the  greater ;  and  all  the  while 
the  little  dog  jumped  at  his  legs  and  bit  him. 

Now  whilst  the  giant  was  thus  engaged  with  all 
these  shadows  Jack  sprang  on  him,  and  by  a  blow 
cut  off  his  right  hand  ;  then  with  another  he  hewed 
at  his  ankle  and  cut  off  the  foot.  Thereupon  the 
giant  fell  prostrate,  and  Jack  succeeded  in  cutting 
off  his  head. 

Then  he  entered  the  cave  and  found  the  poor 
young  lady  mewed  up  there  in  a  cage.  The  giant 
had  kept  her  there  as  his  singing  bird,  and  he  would 
never  give  her  water  or  sugar  unless  she  sang  to  him 
a  pretty  ditty. 

Jack  released  her  from  the  cage,  conducted  her 
home,  was  married  to  her,  and  lived  ever  after  most 
happily.     As  the  ballad  says  : — 

He  married  the  fair  beauty  bright ; 

Her  charms  he  did  admire  ; 
And  since  her  father  was  a  knight, 

Young  Jack  was  made  a  squire. 

When  this  story  was  ended,  then  all  the  pixies 
began  to  clap  their  hands,  and  the  fairy  with  the 
blue  eyes  laughed  and  applauded  as  well. 

The  queen  also  had  for  the  time  been  interested 
in  the  tale,  and  had  forgotten  her  sorrow.  But  un- 
happily just  as  Mr.  Jeremiah  finished,  her  eye  fell 
on  the  skin  of  the  poor  beast  which  had  been  hung 
on  one  of  the  stones  of  the  circle,  and  her  grief  again 
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obtained  the  mastery,  and  she  sobbed  bitterly.  The 
king  made  a  sign  to  the  blue-eyed  fairy,  and  she 
brought  Mr.  Toope  another  little  purple  berry.  He 
ate  it,  and  bowed  his  thanks  to  her ;  and  no  sooner 
had  he  swallowed  it  than  his  lame  leg  became 
flexible  as  the  other.  He  started  up  delighted,  and 
stamped,  and  found  himself  as  other  men  in  this 
respect.  So  he  was  very  greatly  rejoiced ;  and,  full 
of  thankfulness,  he  obeyed  a  sign  from  the  king,  and 
began  to  relate  his  third  story. 


III. 
THE    STORY   OF    HEMING 

THERE  lived  in  Norway,  in  the  island  of 
Torgit,  a  man  named  Aslak,  who  was  rich 
and  owned  the  whole  island  and  the  fisheries  around. 
He  had  two  sons,  and  the  name  of  the  first  was 
Biorn,  and  the  name  of  the  second  was  Heming. 

Olaf  the  Saint  was  then  king,  and  he  came  one 
day  to  Torgit  and  sat  at  the  table  of  Aslak,  and 
ate  and  drank.  Then  his  host  brought  in  his  two 
sons,  and  the  king  spoke  to  the  two  boys,  but 
suddenly  became  grave.  He  had  taken  the  youngest 
on  his  knee,  but  he  set  him  down  and  said  nothing. 

Then  Aslak  asked  the  king  if  the  child  had  in 
any  way  offended  him.  But  Olaf  said,  "  I  can  see 
into  the  future.  Well  will  it  be  for  your  son  and 
my  brother  Harald  Hardrede  if  they  never  meet ; 
but  I  foresee  that  one  will  cause  the  death  of  the 
other.  And  what  is  more,"  continued  the  king,  "  I 
foresee  that  my  brother  Harald  will  one  day  be  king 
over  Norway." 

Now  it  was  well  known  in  the  land  that  Olaf 
had   the   faculty   of  seeing   beforehand   things   that 
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should  come  to  pass.  When,  therefore,  King  Olaf 
was  gone,  then  Aslak  sent  a  faithful  servant  with 
his  little  boy  far  away  into  the  north,  to  be  given 
to  be  fostered  and  brought  up  by  a  Finn  and  his 
wife,  where  he  believed  that  Harald  Hardrede  would 
never  find  him,  even  if  he  came  to  hear  of  King 
Olaf's  saying.  Now  it  must  be  told  that  Saint 
Olaf  was  killed  in  a  great  battle  that  was  fought 
in  1030,  and  he  was  succeeded  by  his  son  Magnus, 
who  was  not  quite  eleven  years  old  when  his  father 
fell,  and  for  five  years  Norway  was  under  the 
dominion  of  the  Danes.  Magnus  died  in  1047, 
and  as  he  left  no  sons  behind  him,  Harald,  the 
brother  of  Saint  Olaf,  was  the  undisputed  heir  to 
the  throne. 

When  Harald  was  king,  then  he  went  all  about 
the  land  seeing  the  great  men,  and  feasting  in  their 
houses.  So  he  purposed  to  pay  a  visit  to  Aslak 
at  Torgit,  and  he  sent  him  word  to  come  and  see 
him. 

Now  it  fell  out  one  night  that  the  king  woke  in 
his  sleep.  In  those  times  kings  and  nobles,  and 
indeed  all  folk,  lived  in  great  wooden  halls,  with 
side  aisles,  much  in  shape  like  churches.  Down 
the  middle  of  the  hall  ran  a  trough  in  which  fires 
were  made,  and  before  the  fire  on  each  side  were 
benches,  and  when  there  was  a  feast,  tables  of 
boards  on  trestles  were  set  up  before  the  benches. 
There  were  wooden  pillars  that  supported  the  roof, 
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and,  between  each  bay,  boards  were  erected  so  as 
to  turn  each  into  a  separate  room,  and  in  each  such 
room  was  a  bed.  Now  King  Harald,  as  he 
woke,  looked  into  the  hall  where  was  the  fire, 
and  he  saw  an  old  man  sitting  there  warming  his 
hands.  He  wore  a  very  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  a 
great,  long  wadmal  cloak  of  dark  grey. 

The  king  had  never  seen  this  old  man  before,  and 
he  called  out  to  him  to  know  who  he  was,  and  why 
he  came  there.  Then  the  old  man  stood  up,  and 
as  he  stood  up  there  hopped  two  tame  ravens  on 
to  his  shoulders,  one  on  each  shoulder.  He  came 
into  the  king's  bedroom  and  stood  by  the  king's 
bed.  Then  Harald  saw  that  the  old  man  had  but 
one  eye. 

Again  the  king  addressed  him,  and  said,  "Who 
are  you,  and  what  do  you  desire  ? " 

Then  the  old  man  said,  "  I  am  Odin,  the  god 
whom  your  forefathers  worshipped.  But  you  and 
most  men  in  Norway  have  left  me,  and  my  temples 
are  in  ruins.  You  also  are  a  Christian  in  name,  but 
inasmuch  as  your  life  is  rather  that  of  a  heathen 
than  that  of  one  who  worships  Christ,  I  have  a 
liking  for  you.  And  now  I  am  come  to  warn  you 
that  Aslak  of  Torgit  has  a  son  named  Heming,  and 
he  is  doomed  to  be  your  death-bane  unless  you  first 
slay  him.  ,  Therefore  cut  him  off  if  you  can,  for 
one  of  you  two  must  fall  before  the  other.  The  king 
Olaf  said  it,  and  I  say  it  also." 
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Then  all  at  once  the  old  man  with  his  ravens 
vanished. 

In  the  next  room  to  King  Harald  slept  a  man 
called  Nicolas,  who  was  his  kinsman.  The  king 
called  to  Nicolas  and  woke  him,  and  bade  him 
come  and  speak  with  him.  Then  Nicolas  did  so, 
and  Harald  asked  how  many  sons  Aslak  had. 
Nicolas  said  he  did  not  know,  but  he  had  been  as 
a  boy  on  Torgit  and  had  there  seen  one  called  Biorn, 
and  another,  a  very  active,  sturdy  little  fellow,  whose 
name  he  forgot,  and  of  whom  he  had  heard  nothing 
since. 

When  Aslak  arrived  before  King  Harald,  and  heard 
that  the  king  desired  to  feast  at  his  house,  then  Aslak 
began  to  make  difficulties.  He  said  that  he  would 
pay  all  the  expense  such  a  visit  would  entail,  but  that 
he  was  not  prepared  to  receive  his  royal  master. 

"  But  why  do  you  object  to  receive  me  ? "  asked 
the  king. 

"  I  do  not  consider  my  house  splendid  enough 
to  receive  such  great  men  as  you,"  answered  Aslak. 

"If  there  is  a  big  hall,  that  will  suffice,"  said 
Harald. 

"  I  have  not  the  vessels  and  furniture  wherewith 
to  accommodate  you,"  said  Aslak. 

"  Say  what  you  will,"  exclaimed  Harald,  "  at  the 
time  I  appoint  I  shall  be  with  you." 

"  And  when  will  that  be  ? "  asked  Aslak. 

"  No  later  than  to-morrow,"  answered  the  king. 
E 
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Then  Aslak  went  home  and  made  all  ready  as 
well  as  he  could.  And  on  the  morrow  the  king 
arrived  with  a  retinue  of  a  hundred  men. 

Aslak  went  to  meet  him,  and  welcomed  him,  and 
led  him  to  his  house ;  and  the  king  saw  a  grand  hall, 
hung  round  with  shields  and  curtains  of  many 
colours. 

"  If  the  feasting  is  as  noble  as  the  decoration  of 
the  hall,"  said  the  king,  "  then  indeed  we  shall  do 
well  here." 

That  evening  there  was  a  great  banquet,  and  all 
was  of  the  best,  and  the  king  was  highly  pleased. 

Next  morning  he  called  the  master  of  the  house 
to  him  and  said,  "  Aslak,  do  you  know  the  law 
made  by  Olaf  the  Saint  ? " 

"  What  law  ? "  asked  the  man  addressed. 

"  Is  it  not  a  law  that  no  bonder  shall  have  a  son 
fostered  among  heathens  and  away  from  his  home  ? " 

"  That  is  news  to  me,"  answered  Aslak ;  "  I  thought 
every  man  might  send  his  son  to  be  brought  up 
by  whom  and  where  he  would." 

"  I  have  heard  something  concerning  you,"  said 
the  king. 

"  What  have  you  heard  ? "  asked  Aslak. 

"  I  have  been  told  that  you  have  a  son  fostered 
far  away  from  home.     Is  that  so  ? " 

"Who  said  that?"  asked  Aslak. 

•'  I  told  the  king  this,"  said  Nicolas;  "and  I  have 
got  myself  into  difficulties,  like  one  who  is  between 
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the  skerries  and  the  billow.  I  can  remember,  many 
years  ago,  there  was  a  little  fellow  here  who  was 
said  to  be  your  son.  I  was  then  ten  years  old, 
and  I  remember  now  that  his  name  was  Heming. 
We  played  together,  and  he  surpassed  me  and  all 
his  playmates.  Yet  he  was  younger  than  myself, 
and  was  but  six  years  old.  I  have  never  heard 
more  of  him." 

Then  the  king  asked,  "Aslak,  what  has  become 
of  this  son  of  yours  ?  " 

"  It  is  true,"  answered  the  bonder  reluctantly ;  "  I 
had  a  son  of  that  age  and  that  name,  but  he  lost  his 
senses  and  had  to  be  put  away  at  a  great  distance. 
Since  then  I  have  heard  no  news  of  him,  and  I  do 
not  know  whether  he  be  alive  or  dead." 

Then  said  the  king,  "  This  is  my  decision.  We 
will  go  on  our  way,  and  in  twelve  months  we  shall 
be  back  here  again,  and  by  that  time  let  your  son 
Heming  be  here  that  I  may  see  him." 

"  I  cannot  understand  why  you  should  desire 
this,"  answered  Aslak,  "  but  I  have  no  choice  in  the 
matter,  so  must  obey." 

Then  the  king  departed. 

But  next  year  at  the  same  time  Harald  returned, 
as  he  had  said,  to  Torgit,  and  was  well  received  and 
entertained  by  Aslak. 

Then  Harald  said  to  the  master  of  the  house, 
"  Where  is  your  son  whom  you  have  brought  up  in 
secret  ?     Lead  him  into  my  presence," 
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"  I  have  forgotten  all  about  sending  for  him," 
answered  Aslak.     "  He  is  a  very  long  way  off." 

The  king  was  angry,  and  he  said,  "  You  incur  my 
heaviest  displeasure,  yet  I  will  not  punish  you  as  you 
deserve.  We  will  go  on  our  way,  and  be  absent  for 
two  months  ;  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  I  shall 
return,  and  it  will  fare  badly  with  you  unless  you 
produce  your  son." 

"  The  matter  is  not  worth  such  fuss  being  made  of 
it,"  said  Aslak. 

Then  the  king  departed  to  the  mainland  and 
visited  various  portions  till  a  month  before  winter, 
and  then  he  returned  to  Torgit. 

Aslak  received  him  well,  and  seemed  most  cheerful 
and  provided  a  splendid  banquet. 

Next  morning  the  king  said  to  Aslak,  "  Where  is 
your  son  Heming,  about  whom  you  have  made  such 
difficulties  ?  " 

"  I  forgot  you  were  so  impatient  to  see  him," 
answered  the  farmer. 

Then  the  king  said  angrily,  "Now  I  will  not  be  put 
off  in  this  way.  Here  I  remain  as  your  guest  till  he 
arrives.  So  I  advise  you  to  despatch  men  after  him. 
And  if  you  fail  to  produce  him,  I  shall  soon  put  an 
end  to  your  giving  of  banquets." 

Then  Aslak  called  to  him  a  steward  he  had  named 
Kalf,  and  two  of  his  servants,  and  he  said  to  them,  "  I 
must  send  you  away  north  till  you  come  to  a  head- 
land called  Framnes.     There  you  must  disembark. 
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and  four  men  with  you,  Kalf ;  and  leave  two  to  guard 
the  boat.  You  will  find  a  path  going  through  the 
forest.  You  must  follow  this  track  for  four  days,  and 
towards  sunset  you  will  come  out  of  the  forest,  and 
you  will  see  a  valley  before  you,  between  high  cliffs. 
The  valley  does  not  divide.  You  will  pursue  it  till 
you  light  on  a  little  farm.  There  you  will  find  no 
more  than  an  old  man  and  his  wife.  They  will  ask 
you  what  you  want,  and  you  tell  the  truth.  Accept 
their  hospitality,  and  spend  the  night  there ;  but  one 
keep  watch  all  night.  If  you  see  a  tall,  handsome 
man  who  comes  in  and  sits  by  the  fire,  then  rise  and 
salute  him  by  the  name  of  Heming,  and  tell  him  that 
he  is  to  come  here  to  me,  and  that  my  life  and  his 
brother's  depend  on  his  coming.  He  may  hesitate, 
but  I  think  he  is  certain  to  obey  the  summons." 

Then  Kalf  and  six  men  started  on  their  northward 
journey,  and  they  did  all  as  the  farmer  had  ordered, 
and  at  the  time  Aslak  had  said  they  arrived  at  the 
little  farm,  and  saw  there  the  old  man  and  his  wife, 
who  received  them  with  great  cordiality  when  they 
knew  whence  they  came. 

Kalf  and  his  men  went  to  bed,  and  the  old  man 
and  his  wife  sat  by  the  fire  talking.  Then  she  said, 
"  Our  foster-son  is  late  in  coming  home  to-night." 

The  old  man  answered  :  "  I  'm  a  poor  man,  but  I 
would  give  all  I  have  that  he  should  remain  abroad 
for  a  week.  What  is  the  meaning  of  these  fellows 
coming  here  but  to  take  him  away  from  us  ? " 
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"  I  do  not  think  I  can  bear  to  lose  my  dear  foster- 
boy,"  said  the  old  woman. 

Just  then  in  came  a  tall,  handsome  young  man  in 
a  scarlet  kirtle,  and  he  had  the  spoils  of  the  chase 
under  his  belt.  He  had  a  strip  of  gold  round  his 
head,  and  long  hair  flowing  from  under  it  over  his 
shoulders.  Never  had  Kalf  seen  so  fine  a  man.  His 
foster-parents  started  to  their  feet,  and  saluted  him 
under  the  name  of  Heming.  He  answered  them 
affectionately,  and  seated  himself  beside  the  fire. 
The  old  man  asked  what  sport  he  had  had.  Heming 
answered  that  he  had  seen  plenty  of  wild  fowl,  but 
had  taken  only  just  what  he  wanted.  Then  he 
inquired  who  were  the  strangers  that  had  arrived. 
The  old  man  replied  that  they  were  messengers  of 
his  father  sent  to  fetch  him  home. 

"  He  has  been  long  enough  about  it,"  said  Heming. 

Then  Kalf  stood  up  and  saluted  the  young  man, 
and  told  him  all  his  father  had  said. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  answered.  "  I  'm  not  over-ready 
to  go." 

"  Do  not  jump  at  a  decision  before  you  know  all 
the  circumstances,"  said  Kalf  "  Your  father's  and 
brother's  lives  are  in  the  scale." 

Heming  answered  that  he  would  give  no  reply  at 
once.  On  the  morrow  early  they  were  to  go  back  by 
the  way  that  they  had  come,  and  if  he  did  not  appear 
before  they  started  in  the  boat,  they  were  to  give  him 
up. 
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Next  morning  early  they  departed  without  him, 
and  did  not  halt  till  they  reached  the  sea,  when  they 
entered  into  the  ship.  But  almost  immediately  they 
saw  Heming  coming  down  to  the  shore  on  snow- 
shoes.  He  jumped  into  the  vessel.  Kalf  and  his  men 
were  glad,  and  they  all  started  together  for  Torgit. 

Aslak  received  his  son  with  great  warmth.  Heming 
arrived  when  most  men  were  at  church,  and  as  the 
congregation  dispersed,  and  the  king  came  towards 
the  hall,  Aslak  led  his  son  before  Harald,  who  looked 
hard  at  him  and  knitted  his  brows.  This  was  the 
man  who  must  fall  before  him,  or  he  before  this 
man. 

Harald  said  to  him,  "  In  what  does  your  main  skill 
lie?" 

Heming  replied  that  the  old  man  and  his  wife  with 
whom  he  had  been  reared  were  hardly  good  judges, 
but  they  considered  he  could  do  most  things  well : 
shoot  and  swim,  and  go  on  skates.  For  his  own  part, 
he  considered  himself  most  skilful  on  snow-shoes. 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  king,  "  I  will  put  you  to  the 
test  in  all  these  accomplishments." 

Now  Aslak  came  to  the  king  and  said,  "  All  is 
ready  for  your  departure,  sire." 

Harald  replied,  "  We  will  not  depart  to-day." 

In  the  island  was  a  wood,  and,  by  order  of  the 
king,  all  men  went  to  the  wood.  Then  Harald 
planted  a  spear  in  the  ground,  and  he  took  a  bow, 
put  an  arrow  on  the  string,  and  shot  up  into  the  air. 
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The  arrow  went  up  high  as  a  lark  can  soar,  then 
turned  and  fell,  and  so  fell  that  it  stuck  in  the  end 
of  the  spear  that  was  upright.  Thereupon  he  bade 
Heming  try  his  skill. 

Heming  took  his  bow,  put  an  arrow  on  the  string, 
and  shot  so  high  that  none  could  follow  and  see  it 
turn ;  and  when  it  came  down  it  struck  the  cleft  in 
the  king's  arrow  that  stood  in  the  end  of  the  spear, 
and  split  it. 

Thereat  the  king  waxed  red  and  wroth.  He 
plucked  up  the  spear  and  cast  it,  and  he  cast  it 
so  far  that  all  marvelled.  He  bade  Heming  see  if 
he  could  surpass  that ;  and  Heming  said  he  would 
not  try,  it  was  such  a  royal  cast.  Harald  insisted 
that  he  should  do  so,  and  make  one  attempt  to 
surpass  if  he  could. 

Heming  obeyed  reluctantly,  and  his  spear  flew  far 
beyond  where  that  of  the  king  had  fallen. 

Then  Harald  took  his  knife  and  stuck  the  blade 
in  an  oak  tree,  and  shot  with  his  bow,  and  the  arrow 
stuck  in  the  haft  of  his  knife.  Then  Heming  took 
his  arrows.  The  king  stood  by  him,  and  said, 
"  Your  arrows  are  inlaid  with  gold.  You  must  be 
a  marvellous  workman." 

"  I  did  not  inlay  them  myself,"  said  Heming,  and 
drew  his  bow  and  shot,  and  his  arrow  pierced  the 
haft  of  the  king's  knife,  split  it,  and  penetrated  to 
the  sharp  end  of  the  blade,  where  it  entered  the 
handle. 
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The  king's  face  was  red  as  blood,  so  angry  was 
he.  He  said,  "  We  will  try  something  more,"  and  he 
shot  with  his  bow  and  pierced  a  slender  branch  on 
the  top  of  a  tree.  Heming  also  shot,  and  he  split  an 
oak-apple  on  the  end  of  that  same  branch. 

All  who  saw  this  marvelled. 

Then  said  the  king,  "  You  shall  take  an  oak-apple 
and  put  it  on  the  head  of  your  brother  Biorn,  and 
aim  at  it  with  your  spear  from  no  nearer  distance  than 
this,  and  if  you  miss  the  oak-apple  you  shall  die."* 

Heming  answered,  "  My  life  is  in  your  hands ;  I 
will  not  attempt  this." 

Biorn  said,  "  Brother,  do  not  hold  back.  Every 
man  must  do  what  he  can  to  save  his  life." 

Heming  said,  "  I  can  do  what  is  desired,  but  only 
if  you,  brother,  will  stand  perfectly  still." 

"  I  shall  do  that,  undoubtedly,"  said  Biorn. 

"  Let  the  king  stand  by,"  said  Heming,  "  and  see  if 
I  hit  the  gall-nut." 

"  Nay,"  answered  the  king,  "  I  will  stand  by  you 
whilst  you  shoot,  but  Odd  Ufeyson  shall  stand  near 
Biorn  and  watch  how  the  arrow  goes." 

Then  Odd  went,  as  he  said,  to  see  fair  play ;  and 
Heming  took  up  the  position  appointed  by  the  king, 
and  before  he  raised  his  spear  he  said,  "  God  be  my 

*  This  is  the  Tell  story.  But  the  story  of  Heming  was  composed 
before  Tell  was  born.  The  earliest  MS.  of  the  story,  however,  dates 
from  1337  ;  the  same  is  told  of  Palnatoki,  of  Eindrith  Ilbreith,  and 
of  a  certain  Egill.  The  story  of  Palnatoki  was  written  in  the  twelfth 
century.     Tell  lived  in  1307. 
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witness  that  I  had  rather  die  myself  than  see  my 
brother  fall.  If  evil  comes  of  this,  let  the  blood  that 
is  spilt  be  on  the  head  of  King  Harald." 

Then  Heming  took  steady  aim,  and  flung  his  spear. 
The  spear  flew,  direct  as  an  arrow,  and  it  passed 
between  the  gall-nut  and  the  crown  of  Biorn's  head ; 
and  Biorn  was  not  hurt  in  the  least. 

Then  the  king  came  up,  and  he  asked  Odd  where 
the  oak-apple  was. 

Odd  answered,  "  Will  you  believe  me  if  I  tell  you  ?" 

The  king  said,  "  One  must  bear  whatever  news  is 
told." 

Then  Odd  said,  "  He  has  shot  better  than  I  could 
have  thought.  The  spear  raised  the  oak-gall,  passed 
beyond  it,  and  left  it  on  the  head  where  it  had  been 
placed." 

"  I  could  not  have  believed  this  if  I  had  not  seen 
it,"  said  the  king. 

The  king  looked  at  Heming,  and  saw  that  an 
arrow,  inlaid  with  gold,  was  in  his  belt.  He  said  to 
Heming,  "  What  is  that  arrow  stuck  there  for  ?  " 

"  Sire,"  answered  the  bold  archer,  "  had  I  struck 
my  brother  with  my  spear,  this  arrow  would  have 
pierced  your  heart." 

The  king  became  red  and  angry,  but  said  nothing. 

So  they  returned  to  the  house,  and  caroused  that 
night. 

Next  morning  Aslak  came  before  the  king,  and 
said  to  him,  "  All  is  ready  for  your  departure,  sire." 
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But  Harald  answered,  "  I  shall  stay  here  another 
day." 

Then  Harald  turned  to  some  Icelanders  who  were 
about  him,  and  said,  "  We  will  test  his  powers  to-day 
in  swimming " ;  and  he  asked  them  to  swim  with 
Heming,  but  they  all  declined. 

Then  he  turned  to  his  kinsman  Nicolas,  and  bade 
him  go  into  the  water  with  Heming. 

Nicolas  said,  "  I  do  not  know  what  the  end  will  be  ; 
but  I  will  do  my  best  if  you  desire  it." 

The  king  ordered  him  to  strip  and  dive  against 
Heming. 

So  both  men  cast  off  their  clothes,  and  prepared 
to  swim. 

"We  will  race  each  other  in  the  water,"  said 
Heming. 

So  they  swam  for  long,  and  dived,  and  after  a  while 
Nicolas  said,  "  Heming,  shall  we  turn  back  ? " 

"  Why  turn  back  ? "  answered  Heming.  "  I  am  not 
tired." 

They  continued  swimming  a  while  longer,  and 
then  Nicolas  said,  "  Shall  we  not  turn  back  to 
land?" 

"  Turn  back  if  you  will,"  answered  Heming.  "  I 
shall  swim  further." 

Nicolas  now  swam  to  a  rock,  crawled  upon  it, 
and  was  so  exhausted  that  he  fainted. 

After  a  while  Heming  came  to  him,  and  asked 
him  how  he  fared. 
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Nicolas  answered  curtly,  "That  is  no  concern  of 
yours  ;  go  your  own  way." 

"  I  shall  not  leave  you  here  to  die,"  said  Heming ; 
"  and  I  see  very  well  you  have  no  power  to  swim  to 
land  yourself.     I  will  carry  you  on  my  back." 

So  he  took  Nicolas  on  his  back,  and  swam  with 
him  to  the  place  whence  they  had  started.  Nicolas 
was  so  stiff  that  he  could  hardly  creep  to  where  his 
clothes  were.  The  king  asked  him  how  matters  had 
gone.  Nicolas  answered  that  unless  Heming  had 
carried  him,  the  king  would  never  have  seen  him 
alive  again. 

Then  the  king  was  very  angry.  He  threw  off  his 
clothes,  and  bade  Heming  come  on  into  the  water 
with  him  and  wrestle  there,  and  see  which  could  hold 
the  other  under  till  he  was  drowned. 

Aslak  whispered  to  his  son,  "  Run  away  into  the 
wood.     The  king  is  determined  to  have  your  life." 

"  No,  father,"  answered  Heming ;  "  when  eagles 
meet  they  fight  out  their  quarrel." 

Heming  had  been  seated  on  a  stone  above  the 
water,  and  now  the  king  caught  him,  and  both 
plunged  into  the  sea  and  wrestled  with  each  other 
in  the  water. 

Those  on  shore  could  see  only  the  lashing  of  the 
waves,  the  foam,  and  then  one  head  up,  and  then 
another.  The  day  was  declining  when  this  game 
began,  and  at  last  it  became  too  dark  for  any  to 
see. 
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Presently  the  king  came  up  on  the  strand  and 
began  to  clothe  himself.  He  was  so  angry,  none  of 
his  men  dared  speak  a  word  to  him.  He  walked  to 
the  hall  of  Aslak  and  seated  himself.  There  was 
little  cheer  at  supper  that  evening;  the  king's  face 
was  black  as  night,  and  Aslak  was  sad  because  of 
his  son. 

The  king  sat  in  the  high  seat,  and  the  fires  were 
kindled  up. 

Then  in  at  the  door  came  Heming,  and  went  up 
the  hall  before  the  king,  and  put  a  knife  on  his  knee ; 
and  all  knew  it  was  one  that  Harald  had  worn 
in  his  belt  that  day.  No  one  dared  inquire,  but 
all  believed  that  the  king  had  taken  the  knife  with 
him  into  the  water,  and  had  tried  to  stab  Heming 
with  it  whilst  they  were  together,  and  that  Heming 
had  wrested  it  from  his  murderous  hand. 

All  went  early  to  bed  that  night. 

Next  morning  Aslak  came  before  the  king,  and 
said,  "Sire,  all  is  ready  for  your  departure  if  you 
wish  to  leave." 

The  king  answered,  "  I  will  not  tarry  here  longer, 
but  will  leave  Torgit  with  all  my  men,  and  will  take 
Heming  with  me." 

It  was  so.  He  departed,  and  he  made  the  young 
man  go  along  with  him. 

He  sailed  till  he  came  under  the  mountain  called 
the  Smalsar  Horn,  that  jutted  into  a  tremendous 
precipice  over  the  sea. 
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"  Now,"  said  Harald,  "  let  me  see  what  your  success 
is  on  snow-shoes." 

"  There  Hes  very  Httle  snow  on  the  mountain,  and 
what  there  is  is  whipped  into  drifts,  and  the  rest  is 
rough,"  answered  Heming. 

"  Where  all  ways  are  smooth,"  answered  the  king, 
"  there  any  man  can  go." 

Heming  then  put  on  his  snow-shoes. 

The  mountain  was  steep,  and  had  few  ledges 
on  it. 

Heming  started  and  zigzagged  up  the  mountain  on 
his  snow-shoes,  and  made  the  circuit  of  the  top,  and 
then  came  down  rapidly.  All  who  looked  on  thought 
it  was  the  most  wonderful  achievement  that  they  had 
ever  seen  on  snow. 

When  Heming  came  to  the  king,  he  said,  "  Sire, 
I  hope  now  that  you  are  satisfied,  and  that  you  will 
put  me  to  no  more  tests  of  skill.  For  my  part,  I 
have  done." 

"  No,"  answered  the  king.  "  I  will  try  you  once 
more,  and  once  only.  Now  you  shall  ascend  the 
mountain  aslant,  and  when  you  have  reached  the  top, 
then  I  require  you  to  shoot  down  directly  towards 
the  edge  of  the  precipice,  and  check  yourself  on  the 
very  brink." 

Heming  exclaimed,  "  If  you  are  resolved  on  my 
death,  you  can  kill  me  in  shorter  fashion  than  that." 

Harald  said,  "  If  you  will  not  venture  this,  you 
shall  be  flung  over  the  edge." 
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"  The  saying  goes,  '  Let  every  man  snatch  at  every 
chance,' "  retorted  Heming,  "  But  it  seems  to  me 
that  there  is  little  choice  between  being  cast  over 
the  edge  and  casting  oneself  over.  Whichever  way 
is  a  bad  way,  and  a  way  without  escape." 

Then  Aslak  went  before  the  king,  and  said,  "  Sire, 
take  all  my  possessions,  and  spare  the  life  of  my 
son." 

But  Harald  answered  roughly,  "  Keep  your  pos- 
sessions ;  I  want  them  not.  But  I  am  resolved  to  see 
Heming  do  this  adventure." 

Others  now  interfered,  especially  Odd  the  Ice- 
lander, but  Heming  bade  all  desist.  The  king  was 
resolute,  and  they  would  gain  nothing  by  their 
intercession.  Then  Odd  drew  Heming  aside  and 
said  to  him  privately — 

"  When  I  was  in  the  Holy  Land  I  got  possession 
of  a  great  relic.  It  is  the  winding-sheet  in  which 
S.  Stephen,  the  first  martyr,  was  buried.  I  wear 
it  wrapped  round  me.  Now  this  I  value  highly ; 
and  I  had  intended  to  take  it  with  me  to  Iceland 
and  there  to  build  a  church  and  dedicate  it  to  S. 
Stephen,  and  to  put  the  winding-sheet  therein.  But 
it  seems  to  me  that  now  is  a  good  chance  of  proving 
whether  it  is  worth  more  than  any  common  piece 
of  linen,  and  also  of  doing  you  a  good  turn  if  I 
may.  Take  this  winding-sheet  that  I  strip  off 
me,  and  put  it  about  your  waist  as  a  white  shirt." 

"  God  reward  you  for  the  good  intent,"  answered 
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Heming.  "  I  will  do  as  you  say ;  the  sheet  at  least 
can  do  no  harm." 

So  they  separated,  and  none  knew  what  had 
passed  between  them. 

Then  Heming  took  the  winding-sheet,  and  he 
first  wrapped  a  portion  round  his  waist  and  then 
threw  the  length  that  remained  over  his  left  shoulder 
and  fastened  the  end  with  his  girdle.  In  his  hand 
he  held  a  stout  balancing  pole. 

So  he  started. 

Now  the  king  and  his  men  went  up  the  height  to 
the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  the  king  stood  near  it  sup- 
porting himself  on  his  spear.  He  wore  a  red  cloak 
with  a  strap  to  fasten  it,  that  was  itself  made  to 
hold  by  a  pin.  He  took  out  the  pin  and  put  it  in 
his  belt  Nicolas  and  the  rest  stood  behind  Harald, 
with  their  hands  resting  on  their  hips. 

Heming  now  mounted  to  the  top  of  the  Smalsar 
Horn,  and  there  put  on  his  snow-shoes. 

He  started  and  came  down  at  a  tremendous  pace, 
guiding  himself  with  his  balancing  pole.  All  looked 
on  breathlessly,  and  he  shot  down  hard  upon  the  spot 
where  stood  the  king,  and  now  he  drove  his  pole  into 
the  snow  and  the  turf  under  it,  and  endeavoured  to 
check  his  pace.  Just  as  he  neared  the  precipice  he 
leaped  high  in  the  air  and  shook  off  his  snow-shoes, 
which  flew  away  over  the  cliff  brow.  But  he  himself 
was  carried  forward  by  the  force  wherewith  he  had 
come  down,  and  he  caught  at  the  king's  cloak. 
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The  king  bowed  his  head  suddenly,  and  the  mantle 
came  away  in  Heming's  hand,  and  over  the  edge 
of  the  precipice  he  went,  carrying  the  red  cloak  with 
him.  Then  Harald  said,  "  If  I  had  not  happened  to 
unpin  my  mantle,  he  would  have  carried  me  over 
along  with  him." 

Now  Odd  the  Icelander  was  so  wroth  at  the 
cruelty  of  the  king,  that  he  shouted  out,  "And  well 
had  it  been  had  that  been  the  case.  But  one  thing  I 
know.  If  you  and  Heming  had  fared  together  at  the 
same  time  out  of  this  world,  and  gone  before  God's 
throne,  then  you  would  have  been  cast  into  the  outer 
darkness  for  this  deed  alone." 

The  king  was  so  angry  to  hear  this  that  he  ordered 
his  men  to  throw  Odd  over  the  precipice  after 
Heming.  Now  there  was  a  whole  party  of  Ice- 
landers present,  and  one  of  these  stood  forth  and 
said  to  the  king,  "  If  you  do  this  to  our  countryman. 
Odd,  you  do  so  to  all  of  us.  But  if  you  do,  know 
then,  O  king,  that  there  is  not  a  man  in  that  land  of 
ice  and  snow  who  will  not  swear  to  take  no  ease  till 
he  has  slain  thee." 

Harald  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
"  Well,  I  will  not  insist  on  this.  But  this  is  my 
sentence.  Let  Odd  at  once  leave  my  presence,  and 
in  spring  leave  Norway.  And  as  soon  as  he  is  out  of 
the  land  I  will  outlaw  him,  that  should  he  ever  set 
foot  in  Norway,  or  run  into  one  of  the  fiords  of 
Norway,  it  will  be  at  the  choice  of  any  man  to  slay 
F 
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him,  and  I  will  give  its  weight  in  silver  to  him  who 
then  brings  me  his  head." 

"That  must  fall  which  is  fated,"  said  Odd,  and 
he  left  the  king's  presence,  and  next  spring  sailed 
for  his  Icelandic  home. 

Now  must  be  told  of  Heming,  after  he  shot  over 
the  brink  of  the  precipice. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  Odd,  the  Icelander,  had 
given  him  the  winding-sheet  of  S.  Stephen.  Now 
as  the  brave  Heming  fell  through  the  air,  the  wind 
caught  and  swelled  out  the  folds  of  the  great  sheet 
of  linen  both  about  his  waist  and  his  back  and 
shoulder,  so  he  was  let  down  more  slowly  than  he 
expected,  and  was  caught  in  a  projecting  mass  of 
rock. 

At  first  he  was  so  giddy  and  amazed  that  he  knew 
not  whether  he  was  alive  or  dead,  but  after  a  while 
his  senses  came  to  him,  and  he  scrambled  on  to  a 
ledge  of  the  cliff  and  ensconced  himself  there,  where 
none  could  see  him  and  where  he  would  be  safe. 

The  king  and  all  believed  that  he  had  fallen  into 
the  sea,  or  on  to  the  skerries  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff, 
and  had  been  dashed  to  pieces. 

Heming  did  not  deem  it  wise  to  stir  till  night  fell 
Now  as  soon  as  the  sun  went  down  all  the  sky  was 
lighted  up  with  a  grand  display  of  the  Aurora 
Borealis — the  Northern  Lights.  There  was  an  arc 
of  rose-coloured  fire,  and  rays  that  shot  like  golden 
spears  across  the  firmament. 
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Lighted  by  this  glorious  illumination  of  the  heavens 
Heming  began  to  climb  the  cliff,  and  being  very  sure 
of  foot,  he  got  a  long  way  up.  But  just  at  the  top 
the  rock  overhung,  and  he  did  not  know  what  to 
do.  Then  he  heard  a  voice  speaking,  and  looked 
up,  and  saw  the  Icelander,  Odd,  who  stretched  out 
his  hand,  and  Heming  laid  hold  of  it  and  was  pulled 
to  the  summit. 

Thereupon  Heming  thanked  Odd,  and  Odd  told 
him  how  that  he  had  to  fly  from  the  king,  but  had 
come  to  the  brow  of  the  cliff  to  see  if  he  could 
observe  any  traces  of  Heming.  He  advised  his 
friend  to  leave  the  country  as  quickly  as  possible. 
Heming  would  at  once  have  returned  to  Odd  the 
winding-sheet,  but  Odd  would  not  receive  it  then, 
as  Heming  was  still  in  great  danger  of  his  life. 
"  But,"  said  he,  "  if  we  meet  again,  then  you  shall 
give  it  me." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Heming ;  "  and  if  we  meet  again, 
and  things  go  well  with  me,  I  will  give  a  third  of  all 
I  have  to  you  for  what  you  have  done  to  me." 

So  they  separated,  and  Heming  stole  homewards, 
but  very  cautiously. 

And  as  he  drew  near  home  he  saw  lights  in  the 
church,  so  he  went  to  the  church  door  and  looked  in, 
and  found  there  his  father  and  brother  on  their 
knees ;  and  they  were  praying  for  him. 

You  may  well  believe  that  Aslak  and  Biorn  were 
rejoiced  to  see  Heming  alive.     They  took  counsel 
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together,  and  resolved  that  Heming  should  leave  the 
country  and  call  himself  by  another  name,  lest  it 
should  reach  the  ears  of  King  Harald  that  he  was 
still  alive. 

"Then,"  said  Heming,  "let  me  be  known  hence- 
forth as  the  Outcast  from  Home.  If  you  hear  tidings 
at  any  time  of  the  doings  of  the  Outcast,  you  will 
know  that  they  concern  me." 

After  that,  in  great  secret,  Aslak  contrived  to  get 
one  of  his  boats  away,  with  Heming  his  son  in  it ; 
and  Heming  did  not  remain  in  Norway,  but  crossed 
over  into  England. 

This  was  at  the  time  that  Edward  the  Confessor 
was  king. 

Heming  arrived  in  the  Thames  and  called  himself 
"  Outcast,"  and  went  before  Edward  the  king,  and 
asked  to  be  given  entertainment  for  the  winter.  The 
king  consented,  and  Heming  promised  the  king  that 
if  there  was  any  fighting  to  be  done,  he  would  help 
him. 

Nothing,  however,  is  told  of  anything  that  Heming 
did,  except  that  he  made  some  money  by  merchan- 
dise, and  then  he  sent  word  to  Odd  in  Iceland  that 
he  was  ready  to  pay  him  a  third  of  all  he  had  made 
and  to  return  to  him  the  shroud  that  had  been 
lent  him. 

So  Odd  came  to  England,  and  there  was  a  warm 
meeting  between  him  and  "Outcast." 

Now   whilst   they  were  together.  Odd   spent   the 
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money  Heming  gave  him  in  buying  a  church  bell 
and  timber  wherewith  to  lade  his  vessel,  for  he 
wished  to  do  as  he  had  made  up  his  mind :  build 
a  church  in  Iceland  and  dedicate  it  to  S.  Stephen. 

One  day  in  spring  King  Edward  the  Confessor 
held  a  great  gathering  at  Westminster,  and  to  it, 
among  others,  came  a  stranger,  who  bore  a  very 
beautiful  sword,  and  wore  a  handsome  cloak  lined 
with  fur.  Odd  looked  at  him  with  surprise,  went 
straight  up  to  him,  and  asked  him  his  name. 

The  stranger  said  he  was  called  Athalbert. 

Then  Odd  asked  him  where  he  got  that  sword 
and  cloak. 

The  man  replied  that  he  had  bought  both. 

Odd  said,  "  My  brother  had  just  that  sort  of  sword, 
and  a  very  similar  cloak.  He  sailed  away  from 
Iceland  two  or  three  years  ago,  and  I  have  never 
heard  tidings  of  him  since.  My  belief  is  that  you 
have  killed  him,  and  possessed  yourself  of  his  goods. 
Now  I  will  avenge  his  death." 

Then  Heming,  or  Outcast  as  he  was  called,  inter- 
fered, and  begged  Athalbert  to  tell  the  truth.  Athal- 
bert at  last  confessed  that  he  had  fallen  in  with  the 
ship  of  Odd's  brother,  had  fought  it,  had  killed  all 
on  board,  and  had  taken  the  plunder. 

Now  the  matter  was  brought  to  the  notice  of 
King  Edward,  but  Odd  could  hardly  be  restrained 
from  drawing  his  sword  and  killing  the  man. 

King  Edward  heard  the  case,  and  then  he  pro- 
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noLinced  sentence  that  Athalbert  should  be  given 
over  to  Odd  to  kill,  and  that  all  his  property  and 
ship  should  fall  to  the  share  of  Odd.  "  But,"  said 
the  king,  "  though  it  is  just  that  Athalbert  die,  yet 
I  hate  to  have  blood  shed,  and  if  you  will  grant  me  a 
favour  you  will  spare  his  life." 

Odd  answered  that  he  would  do  as  the  king 
judged.  Then  Athalbert  was  banished,  and  his 
ship,  with  all  its  lading,  given  to  the  Icelander,  and 
in  it  he  found  much  of  his  brother's  goods. 

Now  as  soon  as  a  fair  wind  blew  he  sailed  away. 
Presently  the  wind  rose  to  a  storm,  and  to  save  him- 
self and  his  two  vessels,  Odd  was  forced  to  run  into  a 
fiord  in  Norway,  and  that  was  the  Drontheim  fiord. 

It  happened  that  King  Harald  was  there  then,  and 
when  he  heard  of  the  arrival  of  Odd  he  was  full 
of  rage,  and  he  thought  that  now  he  would  punish 
the  Icelander  for  what  he  had  once  said.  But  as  for 
Heming,  he  believed  he  was  dead.  So  he  gave 
orders  for  his  long  warships  to  run  out  and  block 
the  mouth  of  the  fiord,  and  intercept  Odd  lest  he 
should  escape ;  at  the  same  time  Harald  armed  his 
men  and  lined  the  shore. 

Now  when  Odd's  shipmates  saw  this,  they  were 
dismayed,  but  he  bade  them  not  be  downcast ;  he 
told  them  that  their  lives  were  in  God's  keeping,  and 
that  the  God  who  had  preserved  a  dear  friend  of  his, 
when  falling  over  a  cliff,  could  preserve  him  also  in 
this  emergency. 
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Presently  a  strong  wind  from  the  east  sprang  up, 
and  Odd  spread  every  sail,  and  set  his  men  to  row 
with  all  their  might,  and  he  led  the  way  with  the  ship 
taken  from  Athalbert,  which  had  a  beak  of  bronze ; 
and  what  with  the  force  of  the  wind  and  the  stout 
arms  of  the  rowers,  he  ran  against  one  of  the  king's 
warships  and  sank  it,  and  sailed  out  of  the  fiord 
with  his  own  merchant  vessel  in  its  wake. 

The  king,  Harald,  is  said  to  have  been  furious  at 
this  having  happened. 

Odd  sailed  away  to  Iceland,  and  he  landed  in 
Middle  Frith,  in  the  north  of  the  island,  and  there  he 
built  the  church  of  the  timber  he  brought  from 
England,  and  hung  his  bell,  and  there  he  put  the 
winding-sheet  that  he  brought  from  the  Holy  Land, 
and  which  had  saved  the  life  of  his  friend  Heming. 

[Now  I  must  tell  you  that  I,  who  write  this  story  in 
English,  have  been  in  the  church.  I  was  at  the  place 
which  is  called  Mellr  one  Sunday  in  1861.  Indeed, 
the  exact  day  was  July  20th,  and  I  attended  service 
in  that  church.  But  at  that  time  I  did  not  know  the 
story  of  the  foundation  of  the  church,  for  the  Ice- 
landic history  of  Heming  had  not  at  that  time  got 
into  my  hands.  If  it  had,  I  would  have  climbed  up 
the  roof  to  see  if  the  bell  that  now  hangs  there  is  that 
which  came  from  England  in  the  time  of  Edward  the 
Confessor.  Of  course  the  old  oak  beams  brought 
from  England  have  been  replaced  many  times,  but 
the  site  of  the  church  has  not  been  altered,  nor  has 
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that  of  Odd's  house,  of  which  I  made  a  sketch. — 
S.  B.  G.] 

Now  we  will  return  to  Heming  in  England. 

In  the  year  1066  Edward  the  Confessor  died,  and 
the  English  people  elected  Harold,  son  of  Earl 
Godwin,  to  be  king.  This  was  the  best  choice  that 
could  have  been  made,  for  Earl  Harold  had  really 
governed  England  for  many  years  under  the  amiable 
but  weak-minded  Edward.  He  was  an  energetic 
man  and  just,  and  a  brave  warrior. 

Unhappily  his  brother  Tostig  became  furiously 
jealous,  and  thought  that,  as  the  choice  of  the  English 
people  had  not  fallen  on  him,  he  would  win  the 
crown  by  force  of  arms.  At  the  same  time  William, 
Duke  of  Normandy,  laid  claim  to  England. 

If  Harold  had  had  only  the  Normans  to  resist,  he 
very  likely  might  have  driven  them  back  across  the 
seas,  but  through  the  wicked  spite  of  his  own  brother 
Tostig,  he  was  obliged  to  fight  him  as  well  as  Duke 
William. 

Tostig  went  to  Sweyn,  king  of  Denmark,  and  asked 
him  to  assist  him,  but  Sweyn  refused.  Then  Tostig 
went  to  Norway,  and  invited  King  Harald  Hardrede 
to  help  him  to  conquer  England ;  and  the  Norwegian 
king,  who  was  ever  ready  to  do  acts  of  violence  and 
injustice,  though  he  had  no  quarrel  at  all  with  his 
namesake,  the  king  of  the  English,  yet  promised  to 
help  to  overrun  England. 

So,  in  September,  1066,  he  sailed  away  with  the 
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largest  fleet  which  up  to  that  time  had  ever  left  the 
shores  of  Norway.  About  twenty  thousand  warriors 
embarked.  Harald  sailed  away,  taking  with  him  his 
wife,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  Russia,  and  his  two 
daughters,  and  went  to  Orkney,  where  he  made  the 
earls  swear  to  obey  him,  and  give  him  as  large  a  body 
of  men  as  they  could  collect,  and  ships  likewise.  Earl 
Tostig  also  had  collected  many  men,  so  that  the  total 
force  amounted  to  thirty  thousand  men  in  three 
hundred  and  fifty  ships. 

King  Harald  Hardrede  left  his  queen  and  daughters 
in  Orkney,  and  sailed  down  the  coast  of  Scotland  to 
Northumberland.  Then  he  came  south,  plundering 
and  burning,  and  sailed  up  the  mouth  of  the  Humber, 
and  entered  the  river  Ouse,  and  landed  at  a  place 
called  Riccall,  and  there  left  Earl  Paul  of  Orkney 
with  the  ships,  and  marched  inland. 

They  came  to  Fulford  by  the  Ouse,  and  there  were 
encountered  by  Earls  Edwin  and  Morkere,  whom  the 
English  king,  Harold,  had  sent  against  them.  A 
great  battle  was  fought,  and  the  English  made  part 
of  the  army  of  the  Northmen  to  fly,  and  pursued 
them  ;  but  then  at  this  juncture  King  Harald  Hard- 
rede arrived,  and  so  furious  was  his  onslaught  that 
the  English  were  routed  and  fled  ;  many  were  killed, 
and  Tostig  and  the  king  of  Norway  pursued  their 
advantage  and  captured  York. 

Harold  of  England  was  now  aware  of  the  great 
danger  that  menaced  him  from  the  north,  and  he 
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gathered  men  together  to  march  to  the  assistance  of 
his  earls,  and  Heming  at  once  offered  his  services; 
they  were  gladly  accepted.  English  Harold  hasted 
north,  and  came  suddenly  upon  the  Northmen,  who 
did  not  expect  him,  at  Stamford  Bridge,  on  the 
Derwent. 

The  day  (September  25th)  was  warm,  and  the 
Norsemen  had  thrown  aside  their  armour,  and  were 
lounging  about  on  both  sides  of  the  river. 

As  soon  as  English  Harold's  army  appeared,  they 
sprang  to  arms  in  some  confusion.  Norse  Harald 
mounted  his  black  horse,  but  as  he  spurred  it,  it 
stumbled  and  threw  him.  He  rose  in  haste,  and 
remounted,  saying,  "A  fall  brings  luck  to  a  farer." 

English  Harold  saw  this,  and  he  asked  his  men 
who  that  was  whose  horse  had  thrown  him.  Then 
Heming,  who  stood  at  his  side,  said,  "  Sire,  that  stout 
man  with  the  fine  helmet  who  fell  is  the  king, 
Hardrede  himself." 

"  Then,"  said  English  Harold,  "  his  luck  has 
deserted  him." 

The  English  king  sent  forward  messengers.  He 
was  grieved  that  his  brother  should  be  in  arms 
against  him,  and  he  desired  to  detach  him  from  his 
allies.  But  he  himself  rode  with  his  messengers,  for 
he  would  speak  to  his  brother  himself.  Then,  at  the 
summons.  Earl  Tostig  went  forward,  and  English 
Harold  said  to  him,  "  Come  to  your  proper  duty,  and 
you  shall  have  all  Northumberland." 
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"  And  what  will  be  given  to  my  friend  Harald 
of  Norway  ? "  asked  Tostig. 

"  Seven  feet  of  good  English  ground,  and  if  that 
suffices  not,  an  inch  or  two  more." 

Then  Tostig  broke  off  communications,  for  he 
would  not  desert  his  Norse  allies. 

When  Tostig  rode  back,  King  Harald  Hardrede 
said  to  him,  "  Who  was  that  man  spoke  with  you?  " 

Tostig  said  it  was  his  own  brother,  the  king. 

Then  Norse  Harald  was  angry,  and  vowed  if  he 
had  known  it,  he  would  have  had  him  murdered, 
ambassador  though  he  were. 

Immediately  the  battle  began,  and  a  furious  contest 
ensued.  The  Norsemen  were  drawn  up  in  the  shape 
of  a  heart,  with  their  shields  and  spears  outwards ; 
and  thus  the  English  could  not  break  them.  But 
presently  the  invaders  thought  the  English  were 
thrown  into  confusion,  and  they  opened  their  ranks 
to  charge.  At  once  the  English  turned  and  rushed 
in  on  them  ;  and  there  ensued  a  hand-to-hand  fight. 

King  Harald  Hardrede  stood  by  his  banner,  and 
he  hewed  with  his  sword  and  dealt  mighty  blows. 
It  seemed  as  though  he  was  turning  the  course  of 
affairs,  for  the  English  began  to  fall  back. 

At  that  moment  Heming  drew  his  bow  to  his  full 
strength  and  shot,  and  his  arrow  flew  and  pierced 
King  Harald  Hardrede  in  the  throat,  so  that  he  fell 
at  the  foot  of  his  banner. 

Then  the  king  plucked  at  the  arrow  and  tore  it 
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out,  and  lo !  it  was  inlaid  with  gold.  He  looked 
at  it,  and  said,  "  The  like  of  this  I  have  seen  before  ; 
it  is  the  arrow  of  Heming,  the  son  of  Aslak,  Now 
what  is  feyed,  falls  sure.     I  must  die  by  his  hand." 

And  in  truth  he  spake  no  more. 

That  was  a  mighty  battle,  and  in  it  the  English 
completely  routed  and  cut  to  pieces  the  army  of  the 
Norsemen. 

Four  days  later  Duke  William  of  Normandy 
landed  in  Sussex.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  treachery 
of  Tostig  and  the  war  in  the  north,  he  could  not 
have  landed,  Harold  had  to  return  south,  with  his 
troops  exhausted  by  forced  marches,  to  encounter 
him.  The  fatal  battle  of  Hastings  ensued  on  October 
14th.  We  hear  no  more  of  Heming,  except  that 
he  left  England  after  the  fall  of  Harold,  the  English 
king,  and  paid  a  visit  to  Italy. 

"  This,"  said  the  schoolmaster,  "  is  a  historical  tale, 
and  is  accordingly  instructive." 

"  But  I  do  not  like  to  be  instructed,"  said  the 
queen,  pouting. 

Then  the  king  said,  "  My  good  schoolmaster,  you 
must  forget  that  you  are  a  schoolmaster,  and  must 
endeavour  to  amuse,  without  giving  instruction.  And 
because  on  this  occasion  you  have  endeavoured  to 
convey  information  surreptitiously,  I  shall  not  allow 
my  daughter,  the  Princess  Noyalen,  to  give  you  any 
fruit." 
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"Sire,"  answered  Mr.  Jeremiah,  "you  have  given 
me  on  this  occasion  something  better  than  a  whortle- 
berry. You  have  told  me  the  name  of  that  lovely 
little  angel  who  listens  to  my  stories  with  delight, 
and  across  whose  sweet  face  no  shadow  of  vexation 
has  fallen,  even  although  I  did  convey  some  historical 
information  in  the  form  of  a  tale.  The  English 
general  public,  I  am  well  aware " 

"  Never  mind  about  the  English  general  public," 
retorted  the  king  irritably ;  "  you  are  now  in  the 
world  of  pixies,  and  must  endeavour  to  please  them, 
and  them  only." 

"  I  stand  condemned,"  said  Jeremiah  ;  "  and  happy 
am  I  that  I  can  stand  upon  both  legs  with  ease — a 
thing  that  I  was  never  before  able  to  do,  as  one  was 
stiff  and  shorter  than  the  other.  I  see  by  the  pitiful 
and  sympathetic  face  of  the  Princess  Noyalen  that 
she  is  sore  at  heart  not  to  be  able  to  give  me  another 
of  those  healing,  invigorating  little  berries.  I  will 
endeavour  to  deserve  one  with  the  next  story  I  shall 
tell,  my  fourth,  by  making  of  it  a  vehicle  for  no 
instruction,  moral  or  historical.  Allow  me,  your 
Majesty,  to  reseat  myself." 


IV. 

CLEOMENE 

THERE  lived  a  queen  named  Cleomene ;  she 
was  extremely  beautiful,  she  ruled  over  a  great 
nation,  had  large  armies,  a  full  House  of  Lords,  three 
palaces,  but  was  able  to  think  and  talk  only  of  purely 
domestic  matters.  Her  mind  never  went,  so  to  speak, 
abroad.  It  remained  fettered  to  her  kitchen  and  store- 
closet. 

When  profound  or  far-reaching  matters  were  dis- 
cussed before  her  in  Privy  Council,  Cleomene  sat 
silent,  till  she  found  an  opportunity  to  remark  that 
the  tapioca  pudding  had  been  burnt.  When  bulletins 
arrived  relative  to  military  events  connected  with  her 
armies,  she  took  no  interest  in  them,  but  concerned 
herself  greatly  when  the  knives  had  their  edges 
turned  by  the  rotary  cleaning  apparatus.  Physicians 
were  consulted,  and  decided  that  she  suffered  from 
"  mental  inertia,"  for  which  pills  and  powders  would 
avail  nothing. 

One  day  the  queen  was  out  walking,  when  she 
happened  to  sit  down  by  the  side  of  a  lake,  under  a 
flowering  elder-tree,  and  the  elder-flowers  scattered 
their  pollen  over  her  as  she  sat. 
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Now  it  is  the  property  of  the  elder  to  open  the  eyes 
to  things  of  the  spirit  world.  And,  as  the  flower-dust 
lodged  on  the  lashes  of  Cleomene's  eyes,  she  rubbed 
them,  and  at  once  acquired  the  power  to  see  things 
previously  invisible. 

This  is  what  she  saw :  an  elf-mother  washing  her 
children  in  the  lake,  and  sponging  them  with  a  puff- 
ball.  Then  one  of  the  children  got  hold  of  its  mother's 
nose  and  pulled  it,  and,  as  the  nature  of  elf-bodies  is 
similar  to  the  nature  of  india-rubber,  the  child  pulled 
out  the  nose  to  five  times  its  normal  length. 

And,  for  the  same  reason,  when  the  children 
screamed  they  literally  stretched  their  mouths  from 
ear  to  ear.  This  was  all  so  droll,  that  Cleomene  burst 
into  a  fit  of  laughter,  and  pointed,  first  at  the  elf- 
mother's  nose,  then  at  the  mouths  of  the  infants,  and 
fell  from  one  fit  of  laughter  into  another. 

The  elf-mother  turned  round,  and  was  very  angry. 
Her  eyes  flashed,  and  she  said — 

"  Cleomene,  why  do  you  fleer  and  mock  ?  " 

But  the  queen  could  not  answer,  but  laughed  the 
louder  and  more  convulsively. 

Then  the  elf-mother  came  before  her  with  an  angry 
countenance,  and  said,  "  Because  you  have  seen  me 
washing  my  babes,  and  have  jeered  and  mocked,  and 
you  have  had  no  feeling  for  my  troubles,  and  no 
admiration  for  the  beauty  of  my  little  ones,  you  shall 
travel  and  undergo  hardship  and  adventure  till  you 
have  composed  an  entire  poem  of  seven  lines,  a  week 
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of  verse,  every  line  rhyming  with  what  I  asked  at 

first  :— 

'  Cleomene,  why  do  you  fleer  and  mock  ? ' 

And  each  line  must  contain  an  idea  suggested  by 
some  experience  of  your  own." 

Then  all  at  once  the  elves  disappeared. 

Slowly,  much  puzzled  in  mind,  the  queen  returned 
home.  When  she  reached  her  palace,  she  learned 
that  during  her  absence  a  revolution  had  broken  out. 
Riots  had  occurred  ;  the  Ministry  had  resigned  ;  the 
Republicans  were  in  power,  and  had  turned  the 
State  upside  down,  and  were  tinkering  at  its  bottom. 
Royalty  had  been  abolished,  and  the  throne  had  been 
converted  into  a  Bath-chair  for  the  use  of  the  indigent 
poor  who  were  paralysed  in  their  extremities.  A 
provisional  Ministry  had  been  set  up,  which  undertook 
that  all  provisions  should  be  sold  at  half-price  to 
bond-fide  artisans.  A  Committee  of  Public  Safety 
had  been  appointed  to  meet  and  counteract  the 
machinations  of  the  queen,  and  this  committee  had 
resolved  to  put  her  in  a  barrel  and  set  her  adrift 
in  the  ocean,  with  seven  currant  buns  and  a  bottle 
of  orange  cordial  for  her  sustenance.  But  as  a  body 
of  electors  belonging  to  the  teetotal  persuasion  pro- 
tested, the  cordial  was  disallowed,  and  it  was  re- 
solved that  she  should  have  the  buns  only. 

This  sentence  was  at  once  carried  into  execution, 
and  Cleomene,  enclosed  in  a  hogshead,  was  committed 
to  the  winds  and  waves 
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Cleomene  wept  all  the  first  day,  and  had  no 
appetite ;  nevertheless,  from  a  sense  of  duty,  she 
ate  one  bun.  On  the  second  day  she  did  not  cry 
so  much,  but  felt  dull  and  stupefied.  She  ate  on  that 
day  the  second  bun. 

On  the  third  day,  being  desirous  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  world  outside  the  hogshead,  she  applied 
her  eye  to  the  bunghole,  but  could  discern  nothing 
save  sky  and  drifting  clouds.  She  ate  the  third  bun, 
and  resigned  herself  to  her  situation. 

On  the  fourth  day  she  became  restless,  and  she 
put  out  her  forefinger  through  the  bunghole  to  ascer- 
tain the  direction  of  the  wind.  When  she  withdrew 
her  finger  she  put  it  to  her  lips  and  tasted  salt.  Then 
she  knew  that  the  wind  blew  over  the  sea,  and  was 
freshening,  so  that  the  spray  came  on  her  finger.  She 
ate  the  fourth  bun. 

During  the  night  a  storm  arose,  and  the  barrel 
tossed  and  pitched  distressingly.  Cleomene  had 
much  ado  by  shifting  her  position  to  maintain  the 
balance  of  the  cask  and  prevent  it  from  turning  over, 
in  which  case  the  water  would  have  rushed  in  at  the 
bunghole,  and  she  would  have  been  drowned.  Next 
day  was  spent  in  great  discomfort,  and  she  nibbled 
fitfully  at  the  fifth  bun. 

Then  the  waves  abated.     Cleomene  looked  sadly 

at  her  last  bun.      She  put  her  finger  through   the 

bunghole,  and  when  she  withdrew  it  discovered  that 

a  sulphur  butterfly  had  alighted  on  the  tip.     By  this 
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she  knew  that  she  was  nearing  land.  Now  her  great 
desire  was  to  get  ashore.  In  her  distress  she  broke 
into  words  : — 

"  Because  at  the  eh'es  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock ' 

She  had  hardly  uttered  these  words  before  a  grating 
sensation  thrilled  through  her  body,  and  in  a  moment 
the  cask  was  stranded. 

But  how  was  she  to  escape  ?  With  the  ebb  she 
had  been  cast  ashore  ;  with  the  next  tide  she  would 
be  carried  out  to  sea  again. 

While  thus  musing  she  heard  voices. 

The  natives  of  the  country  had  seen  the  drifting 
hogshead  ;  and,  anticipating  that  it  contained  spirits 
and  would  afford  them  much  pleasure,  they  rushed 
down  to  the  beach  to  secure  the  prize. 

They  began  to  roll  it  up  the  sands,  a  proceeding 
that  caused  the  queen  indescribable  discomfort.  She 
cried  out.  This  greatly  astonished  the  natives,  and 
with  their  axes  they  fell  on  the  cask  and  broke  the 
staves. 

Thereupon  the  lovely  Cleomene  issued  from  the 
broken  barrel  and  stood  before  them.  She  shook 
her  ruffled  garments,  brushed  her  golden  hair  behind 
her  ears,  and  entreated  the  natives  to  conduct  her  to 
their  king. 

They  obeyed,  but  the  king  was  at  the  moment 
engaged   in   counting   out  his  money,  and  he  said, 
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without  looking  up  from  the  table,  "  Put  her  in  the 
garden  and  bid  her  weed  the  paths." 

The  king  had  a  head  gardener,  who  was  a  most 
accomplished  man.  His  mind  was  so  superior  to  his 
duties  that  he  left  everything  to  be  done  by  his  sub- 
ordinates, and  spent  his  time  in  talking,  mostly  about 
his  own  accomplishments. 

Cleomene  was  committed  to  this  man,  who  set  her 
to  weed  the  beds  and  paths. 

By  working  hard,  her  deficiency  in  conversational 
powers  passed  unnoticed.  And,  indeed,  having  no 
household  to  manage,  she  had  at  this  period  nothing 
about  which  she  could  talk. 

The  king  forgot  all  about  Cleomene,  and  the  head 
gardener  was  only  too  delighted  to  retain  her  in  the 
palace  garden  throughout  the  winter,  so  diligent  a 
worker  did  she  prove.  She  therefore  remained  in 
her  situation  till  it  was  time,  in  spring,  to  sow  the 
seeds.  The  head  gardener  one  day,  when  it  was 
suitable  for  sowing  annuals,  committed  the  task  to 
Cleomene,  whilst  he  went  to  converse  with  people 
who  were  passing  on  the  highway.  She  sowed  dili- 
gently and  unflaggingly  all  day,  and  in  every  flower- 
bed, as  she  had  been  given  one  seed-packet,  she 
sowed  everywhere  the  selfsame  seeds,  which  happened 
to  be  the  Ten-Week  Stock.  She  had  not  been  told 
that  variety  is  pleasing. 

Nothing  occurred  deserving  of  mention  till  the 
seeds    came    up,   but    then   a   gentle    surprise  was 
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depicted  in  the  face  of  the  king.  He  sent  for  the 
head  gardener,  and  expressed  to  him  his  astonish- 
ment at  seeing  everywhere  throughout  his  flower- 
garden  only  plants  of  the  same  character.  The  head 
gardener  replied  that,  as  all  babies  are  alike  at  first, 
so  is  it  with  all  seedling  plants — differentiation  takes 
place  later. 

When,  however,  all  the  plants  began  to  blow,  and 
in  every  flower-bed,  in  the  sunk-garden,  in  the  wall- 
garden,  in  the  herbaceous  border,  in  the  sub-tropical- 
garden,  everywhere  nothing  bloomed  but  Ten-Week 
Stock,  then  the  wrath  of  the  king  blazed  forth,  and 
he  sent  for  the  head  gardener,  who  at  once  laid  the 
entire  blame  on  Cleomene. 

"  The  sun  cannot  shine  everywhere,"  said  he ; 
"  neither  can  my  eyes  be  in  all  parts  at  once.  I  am 
not  to  blame." 

"  An  example  must  be  made,"  said  the  king.  "  We 
will  have  that  young  woman  branded  on  the  nose 
with  '  T.W.S.,'  to  let  it  be  known  everywhere  and 
by  all  that  she  sowed  no  other  seed  than  Ten-Week 
Stock." 

Cleomene  was  introduced  into  the  torture- chamber. 
A  brazier  stood  there,  full  of  glowing  charcoal,  in 
which  was  an  iron  stamp  wherewith  she  was  to  be 
indelibly  marked. 

"  Young  woman,"  said  the  king,  "  hold  out  your 
nose,  and  hold  it  steady,  or  the  brand-letters  will  be 
scattered  over  your  face." 
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Then  Cleomene  threw  herself  sobbing  on  the 
floor,  and  cried  : — 

"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock " 

She  had  hardly  uttered  the  line  before  the  king 
repented  of  his  cruel  purpose,  and  said,  "  The  girl 
is  not  bad -looking;  she  has  a  handsome  nose;  it 
would  be  a  pity  to  spoil  it.  She  shall  be  given 
another  chance.  Let  her  redeem  her  character  in 
the  kitchen." 

Accordingly  Cleomene  was  released,  and  the  exe- 
cutioner, with  a  sigh,  laid  aside  his  implement  of 
torture  and  extinguished  the  charcoal. 

Cleomene  now  found  herself  in  quite  a  different 
sphere.  She  had  to  prepare  the  meals  for  the  royal 
party — something  nice  for  breakfast,  a  simple,  whole- 
some, not  too  substantial  lunch,  and  to  exert  all  her 
powers  on  dinner  for  the  evening — pieces  de  resist- 
ance and  Jiors  d\vuvres.  There  was  a  head  cook  on 
the  establishment,  who  took  to  herself  all  the  en- 
comiums lavished  on  dainty  cookery,  and  laid  on 
the  underlings  all  the  blame  for  burnt  puddings, 
heavy  pastry,  and  underdone  or  overdone  fish  and 
meat.  She  was  not  a  person  of  rude  health,  and 
usually  succumbed  to  exhaustion  in  the  afternoons, 
and  did  not  reappear  till  late  the  next  morning. 

Cleomene    did    her   best.      She   was    desirous    to 
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please  and  to  show  the  king  that  she  was  grateful 
for  having  been  spared  the  ignominy  of  a  branded 
nose. 

She  considered  what  would  be  a  suitable  dish  for 
dinner,  as  the  king  had  invited  a  neighbouring 
potentate  to  visit  him,  as  also  the  President  of  a 
great  Republic ;  she  thought  that  cottage-pie  was 
not  only  simple  and  easy  of  construction,  it  was 
likewise  nutritious,  and  above  all,  economical,  for  in 
it  she  used  up  scraps  of  cold  meat,  minced,  with 
pepper  and  onion,  and,  over  all,  potatoes  nicely 
browned. 

As  there  was  to  be  a  large  dinner-party  of  twenty 
personages,  she  first  made  a  small  cottage-pie,  and 
ate  of  that  as  much  as  she  could,  as  a  standard  unit, 
and  then  multiplied  by  twenty  the  amount  consumed 
by  herself,  and  made  cottage-pie  commensurate  with 
this  requirement.  But,  as  there  was  no  dish  large 
enough,  she  divided  the  amount  by  three,  and  made 
three  pies,  one  containing  six  portions  only  for  the 
president,  but  one  containing  seven  for  each  of  the 
sovereigns.  This,  it  must  be  allowed,  showed  an 
amount  of  intelligence  and  calculation  hardly  to  be 
anticipated  in  one  of  Cleomene's  calibre. 

As  she  had  found,  after  eating  her  portion  of 
cottage-pie,  that  she  had  no  appetite  for  anything 
further,  Cleomene  calculated  that  it  would  be  the 
same  at  the  royal  board,  and  so  provided  nothing 
more. 
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The  dinner-party  resulted  in  a  fracas  between 
the  potentates,  royal  and  republican,  and  the  king 
who  was  entertaining  them.  They  insisted  that  he 
had  invited  them  to  his  table  only  to  insult  them, 
and  they  retired  in  dudgeon  and  with  threats  of 
invasion. 

The  king,  in  fury,  summoned  his  Cabinet  to  con- 
sult what  was  to  be  done,  and  the  Cabinet  agreed 
that  the  cook  had  been  guilty  of  high  treason,  and 
must  lose  her  head.  The  head  cook — shortly  to 
become  a  headless  cook — was  conducted  into  the 
royal  presence  heavily  ironed.  She  maintained  her 
serenity,  buoyed  up  by  conscious  rectitude.  She 
declared  that  she  had  not  been  in  the  kitchen 
when  the  cottage-pies  were  made.  On  principle  she 
never  entered  the  kitchen  when  dinner  was  being 
prepared,  lest  she  should  injure  her  complexion  at 
the  range.  The  dinner  in  question  was  due  to  the 
underling ;  if  his  Majesty  thrust  the  scum  of  his 
country  into  the  kitchen,  what  else  could  be  ex- 
pected ? 

The  king  saw  the  force  of  this  self-exculpation, 
and  ordered  the  chains  to  be  knocked  off  the  cook's 
hands  and  feet,  and  Cleomene  was  sent  for. 

It  was  in  vain  for  her  to  protest  that  what  she 
had  done  was  her  best,  and  done  with  desire  to 
please.  The  king  in  council  condemned  her  to  die 
by  the  axe.  She  was  immediately  conveyed  to 
execution.     The  headsman  sharpened  the  instrument 
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of  death  on  a  whetstone,  and  the  block  was  produced 
and  placed  in  the  courtyard. 

Cleomene  was  conducted  to  the  spot  where  she 
was  to  die. 

The  sight  of  the  scaffold  draped  in  sable,  of  the 
masked  executioner,  overcame  her,  and  with  a  bitter 
cry,  as  she  wrung  her  hands,  she  exclaimed  : — 

"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock, 
And  for  cottage-pie  doomed  to  the  fatal  block " 

Hardly  were  the  words  uttered  before  she  saw  an 
anchor  that  had  caught  in  the  executioner's  block, 
and  turned  it  over.  It  was  attached  to  a  rope  that 
hung  down  from  the  clouds.  Instantly  Cleomene 
caught  the  rope  and  planted  herself  on  the  anchor. 
Next  moment  she  was  drawn  up,  over  the  heads  of 
the  crowd,  above  the  roof  of  the  palace.  She  looked 
down  on  the  city  ;  all  grew  small  and  ever  smaller 
under  her,  and  she  became  alarmed,  when,  looking 
up,  she  saw  a  cloud,  in  shape  like  a  ship,  from  which 
the  rope  depended  to  which  was  attached  the  anchor 
that  was  occupied  by  her.  She  heard  the  clank  of 
a  windlass,  and  saw  pale  faces  looking  over  the 
bulwarks  of  the  cloud-ship.  Presently  she  was  drawn 
up  the  white  side  of  the  vessel,  and  in  another 
moment  was  on  deck. 

She  now  discovered  that   she  was  actually  in   a 
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cloud-ship,  that  navigated  the  upper  firmament.  It 
had  sails  that  caught  the  wind  and  carried  it  forward. 
It  was  manned  by  spiritual  beings,  vaporous  and 
transparent,  with  wan  faces,  like  the  moon  by  day- 
light. One  mysterious  being  approached  her,  and 
said,  "  I  constitute  thee  stewardess."  Cleomene 
discovered  that  so  long  as  the  wind  blew  and  the 
vessel  made  headway,  the  crew  had  no  need  for 
her  assistance  ;  but  in  a  dead  calm,  when  the  cloud- 
ship  was  motionless,  they  suffered  poignantly,  and 
the  stewardess  was  much  in  request. 

In  the  aerial  bark  Cleomene  voyaged  day  and 
night.  Sometimes  the  vessel  passed  more  swiftly 
through  the  sky  than  at  other  times.  She  enjoyed 
the  freshness  of  the  air,  and  the  repose.  When 
thunder  and  tempest  menaced,  the  cloud-ship  was 
lightened,  and  soared  high  above  the  region  of 
meteorological  disturbance.  When  the  storm  was 
over,  it  descended  again.  Life  on  board  was  un- 
eventful. The  spirit-mariners  never  spoke,  and  their 
faces  expressed  no  emotion  or  interest.  The  only 
variety  in  her  life  on  board  was  produced  when  the 
spirit  bark  skimmed  past  volcanoes  in  active  eruption, 
when  sometimes  masses  of  pumice  and  scoria  were 
thrown  into  the  boat.  These  masses  materially  in- 
commoded the  vessel  and  impeded  its  motion.  She 
sank  in  the  atmospheric  ocean.  But  always,  when  a 
mariner  saw  that  this  was  the  case,  he  went  to  the 
spot  where  lay  the  erupted  matter,  and  threw  it  over- 
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board.  When  such  a  mass  fell  on  earth  it  was  called 
a  meteoric  stone.  Directly  the  ship  was  lightened  it 
rose  in  the  air  with  renewed  buoyancy.  This  was 
disappointing  to  Cleomene,  who  was  pleased  to  sail 
near  the  world,  to  see  its  mountains  and  pastures, 
rivers  and  towns. 

When  the  ship  sailed  high,  then  the  world  below 
looked  like  a  map,  and  that  unpleasantly  reminded 
Cleomene  of  the  school-room.  As  the  sailors  never 
spoke,  the  dulness  became  at  last  intolerable,  and 
Cleomene  grew  most  desirous  to  be  on  earth  again. 

Such  had  been  her  life  for  a  month  and  a  day,  when 
in  sailing  over  Stromboli  she  managed  to  secure  some 
lava  projected  from  the  crater,  and  to  secrete  it  under 
her  skirts. 

As  now  the  vessel  swam  low,  the  captain  became 
uneasy,  and  sent  the  sailors  to  search  the  vessel ;  but 
they  found  nothing.  As  they  passed  Etna  a  great 
mass  of  rock  was  flung  out  of  the  volcano,  and  fell 
on  the  ship.  Again  with  dexterity  Cleomene  rolled 
it  under  her,  and  sat  upon  it.  The  ship  now  sank 
very  low. 

The  ghostly  mariners  mov^ed  about  uneasily,  and 
examined  the  hold  to  see  if  any  gross  air  had  got 
into  it.  One  went  over  the  side  to  explore  the 
bottom  and  learn  if  any  swallows — air  barnacles — 
had  attached  themselves  to  the  keel.  But  all  at 
once  a  sailor,  the  man  at  the  wheel,  detected  a  piece 
of   the   stone   projecting   from   under   the   skirts   of 
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Cleomene.  Immediately  the  captain  and  crew  were 
summoned,  and  they  stood  about  her  with  indigna- 
tion flashing  in  their  faces  like  summer  lightning  in 
clouds.  They  were  very  angry,  as  well  as  alarmed, 
for  if  the  vessel  ran  against  a  mountain  it  was  likely 
to  go  to  pieces.  They  moved  their  arms  threaten- 
ingly, and  she  feared  they  would  throw  her  overboard. 
In  her  alarm  she  exclaimed  : — 

"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock, 
And  for  cottage-pie  doomed  to  the  fatal  block, 
I  weighted  the  ship  with  erupted  rock " 

Instantly  the  cloud-vessel  ran  on  breakers  and 
went  to  pieces.  The  crew  were  visible  drifting 
about  as  bits  of  fleecy  vapour,  some  clinging  to 
pines,  some  striving  to  soar ;  but  Cleomene  breathed 
happily  to  find  her  feet  once  more  on  substantial 
soil. 

The  country  in  which  she  found  herself  was 
strange  to  her  eyes.  The  trees  were  of  a  dull 
green,  and  with  drooping  but  not  deciduous  foliage. 
There  was  no  song  in  the  birds,  no  fragrance  in 
the  flowers. 

After  descending  the  hill  on  which  she  had  landed, 
Cleomene  came  on  a  plain  with  open  grassy  tracts 
studded  with  tree-clumps.  Here  she  discerned  a 
habitation,  and  directed  her  steps  towards  it. 

A  man  with  a  shaggy  beard  and  unkempt  head  of 
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hair,  a  coloured  shirt  open  at  the  throat,  and  hands  in 
his  pockets,  lounged  at  the  door. 

He  eyed  her  as  she  approached,  without  removing 
the  hat  from  his  head,  the  pipe  from  his  lips,  or  his 
hands  from  his  pockets,  and  said,  "  WuU,  who  are 
you,  this  time  o'  day  ?  " 

"  I  am  Cleomene,  Queen  of  Coralia,"  answered  she. 
"  I  shall  be  obliged  if  you  will  give  me  something  to 
eat  and  drink." 

"  Queen,  are  you  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  am  a  Queen." 

"  Queens  be  blowed  !  "  observed  the  Vulgar  Man. 

"  That,"  responded  Cleomene,  "  is  what  I  am  par- 
ticularly averse  to.  I  have,  in  fact,  been  blown  about 
a  great  deal  too  much.  Now  I  am  on  solid  soil  I 
want  substantial  food.  Aloft  I  had  a  vaporous  diet, 
of  which  it  took  a  great  deal  to  allay  the  appetite, 
and  yet  there  always  remained  a  void." 

"  Have  a  drink  ?  "  said  the  Vulgar  Man.  "  What 's 
your  tipple  ?  " 

"  Milk,  if  you  please." 

"  Humph ! "  said  the  Vulgar  Man.  "If  you  get 
anything  from  me  you  must  pay  for  it " 

"  I  have  no  money." 

"  Then  you  must  work  for  it.  I  '11  give  you 
junks  of  salt  pork  and  lots  of  whisky.  You  shall 
look  after  my  nursery  of  kangaroos.  I  am  short 
of  a  governess.  Give  'em  air  and  exercise,  and 
keep  'em  clean." 
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So  Queen  Cleomeiie  passed  into  the  service  of  the 
Vulgar  Man,  whose  talk  was  Slang. 

The  first  day  he  said  to  her,  "  If  you  lose  or  injure 
one  of  my  kangaroos,  I  '11  settle  your  hash." 

"  I  have  not  had  any  hash  since  I  was  in  Coralia," 
said  the  queen.  "There  I  turned  up  my  nose  at 
it." 

Cleomene  found  that  the  charge  of  the  kangaroos 
was  laborious.  These  beasts  jumped  prodigiously, 
and  she  had  to  keep  on  the  run  incessantly  to 
retain  them  in  a  flock.  She  was  so  exhausted  with 
each  day's  work  that  she  felt  the  life  was  unendur- 
able. 

Then  Cleomene  recollected  having  seen  performing 
fleas.  These  insects  had  been  entirely  cured  of  their 
propensity  for  leaping,  so  the  exhibitor  had  asserted, 
by  enclosing  them  in  a  box  where,  when  they  leaped, 
they  struck  their  heads  against  the  cover.  In  the 
course  of  two  or  three  days  the  fleas  were  entirely 
broken  of  their  habit  of  jumping. 

The  Vulgar  Man  had  a  drinking-bar  and  a  dancing- 
saloon  near  his  house,  but,  as  there  were  no  men  in 
the  neighbourhood  to  drink,  and  no  women  within  a 
hundred  miles  to  dance,  neither  was  frequented.  Into 
this  bar  and  dancing-saloon  Cleomene  introduced  the 
thirty  kangaroos  entrusted  to  her  care,  and,  sitting  in 
the  bar  with  her  knitting,  allowed  the  kangaroos  full 
liberty  to  leap  and  knock  their  heads  against  the 
ceiling. 
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By  evening  all  the  flock  was  completely  prostrated. 
The  beasts  had  jumped  and  had  banged  their  skulls 
till  all  laboured  under  concussion  of  the  brain,  and 
lay  their  length  on  the  floor.  Cleomene  attempted  to 
rouse  them,  but  they  were  senseless,  and  breathing  in 
a  stertorous  manner  that  alarmed  her.  In  a  panic 
she  ran  from  the  saloon  ;  she  feared  the  vengeance 
of  the  Vulgar  Man,  and  she  did  not  cease  running 
till  she  reached  the  seashore.  There  she  cast  her- 
self on  the  sand  and  gasped : — 

"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock, 
And  for  cottage-pie  doomed  to  the  fatal  block, 
I  weighted  the  ship  with  erupted  rock, 
And  settled  the  hash  of  my  kangaroo  flock " 

Instantly  she  was  aware  of  a  boatload  of  English 
sailors  hard  by.  She  entreated  them  to  save  her 
from  the  Vulgar  Man,  and  they  assented  with  en- 
thusiasm. They  rowed  her  to  their  ship,  and  pre- 
sented her  to  their  commanding  officer.  Commodore 
Sir  Samson  Furzeby,  of  the  Furious, 

Sir  Samson  asked  Cleomene  what  she  desired. 

She  replied,  to  work  her  passage. 

To  this  he  assented,  and  told  her  that  her  duty 
would  be  that  of  housemaid  to  the  ship — to  dust 
the  bunkers,  and  brush  down  cobwebs  from  the 
yardarms — and  that  the  ship  was  a  man-of-war,  and 
an  ironclad. 
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Cleomene  performed  her  duties  with  alacrity,  and 
became  a  general  favourite.  In  the  evenings  she  told 
the  sailors  yarns,  which  were  strictly  true,  for  they 
concerned  her  adventures.  She  was  frequently  inter- 
rupted in  her  narrative  by  the  recommendation  to 
"  tell  that  to  the  Horse  Marines,"  and  this  she  readily 
undertook  to  do  on  the  earliest  available  occasion, 
when  she  made  acquaintance  with  that  gallant  body 
of  men. 

Cleomene  might  have  remained  long  on  board  the 
Furious  but  for  an  untoward  accident. 

One  morning,  while  dusting  the  cabin  in  which 
were  kept  the  wines  of  the  mess,  with  her  skirts  she 
swept  down  an  entire  dozen  of  sparkling  hock  be- 
longing to  the  mess — and  a  pretty  mess  she  made 
thereby. 

The  captain  overheard  the  crash  of  bottles,  and 
shouted  from  his  crib  to  know  what  was  up.  Cleo- 
mene replied  that  the  sparkling  hock  had  been  very 
much  up,  but  was  so  no  longer. 

Sir  Samson  piped  all  hands  to  the  side  of  his  bunk, 
and  held  a  court  on  Cleomene,  and  sentenced  her  to 
be  keel-hauled. 

Keel-hauling  is  a  frightful  punishment  in  daily 
employment  in  the  British  navy.  It  consists  in 
dragging  a  person  down  one  side  of  a  vessel  by  a 
rope  under  the  keel  and  up  the  other  side.  When 
Cleomene  heard  her  sentence  she  was  paralysed  with 
terror,  and  sobbed  forth  : — 
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"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock, 
And  for  cottage-pie  doomed  to  the  fatal  block, 
I  weighted  the  ship  with  erupted  rock, 
And  settled  the  hash  of  my  kangaroo  flock. 
And  knocked  down  a  dozen  of  sparkling  hock " 

Then  the  under-officers  and  all  the  crew  prostrated 
themselves  before  the  commodore,  bit  the  dust,  tore 
their  garments,  and  implored  some  lenity.  Sir 
Samson  relaxed,  and  commuted  the  sentence  to 
being  put  ashore  on  a  desert  island. 

As  a  desert  island  was  immediately  sighted  on 
the  larboard  side,  the  boat  was  lowered,  and,  amidst 
the  tears  of  the  men  of  the  fo'castle,  Cleomene  was 
conducted  to  the  islet,  and  was  there  left.  As  soon 
as  the  man-of-war  had  disappeared  in  the  offing, 
Cleomene  looked  about  her.  The  island  was 
volcanic,  and  consisted  of  a  cone.  To  her  surprise, 
she  saw  a  post  with  a  board  nailed  to  it  near  the 
landing-place.     She  read  : — 

"TAKE  NOTICE. 

"  This  island  is  inhabited  by  the  Gryojock,  a  quadruped 
and  a  mammal,  in  shape  like  a  deer,  but  with  a  human 
appearance  in  the  head,  with  projecting  ears.  Its  favourite 
diet  is  human  flesh.  The  legs  on  the  right  side  before 
and  behind  are  half  the  length  of  those  on  the  left  side. 
This  is  a  wise  provision  of  Nature,  adapted  to  the  habitat 
of  the  animal.  It  enables  it  to  ascend  and  descend  the 
conical    hills    of   volcanic    islands    such    as    it    frequents. 
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Voyagers  are  specially  requested  to  observe  the  habits 
of  this  animal.  One  pound  reward  to  any  such  as  can 
describe  the  colour  of  its  eyes." 

Cleomene  had  hardly  read  this  before  she  heard 
a  trumpeting  sound,  and,  looking  up,  saw  the 
Gyrojock  on  the  apex  of  the  cone,  snuffing  the 
breezes.  It  had  discovered  her,  and  began  in  rotary 
fashion  to  descend  the  mountain. 

Had  there  been  a  level  spot  on  the  island, 
Cleomene  would  have  been  safe,  as  there  the 
monster  could  not  stand.  Her  only  chance  was  to 
ascend  the  cone  spirally  in  an  opposite  direction 
to  that  taken  by  the  Gyrojock  as  it  descended,  and 
to  manage  to  be  on  the  one  side  of  the  mountain 
when  it  was  on  the  other.  This  she  did  with  great 
exertion,  and  when  she  reached  the  summit  there 
it  was  at  the  bottom,  snuffing  and  trumpeting.  But 
the  monster  soon  perceived  her,  and  recommenced 
its  rotary  ascent,  and  she  her  rotary  descent. 

Thus  for  some  time  she  baffled  the  creature.  But 
this  could  not  last  for  ever.  She  was  exhausted,  and 
sobbed  forth : — 

"  Because  at  the  elves  I  did  fleer  and  mock, 
Upon  the  ocean  condemned  to  rock, 
To  be  branded  for  sowing  but  Ten-Week  Stock, 
And  for  cottage-pie  doomed  to  the  fatal  block, 
I  weighted  the  ship  with  erupted  rock, 
And  settled  the  hash  of  my  kangaroo  flock, 
And  knocked  down  a  dozen  of  sparkling  hock, 
And  circumvented  the  Gyrojock." 
H 
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She  had  hardly  uttered  the  words,  before  the 
elf-mother  appeared  before  her,  smiling,  and  said : 
" '  Circumvented  the  Gyrojock ' !  Fine,  prodigiously 
fine !  That  is  true  poetry,  and  warms  the  heart.  It 
is  concise  and  epigrammatic.  I  would  rather  have 
written  that  line  than  have  composed  Thomson's 
Seasons,  Falconer's  Shipwreck,  Browning's  The  Ring 
and  the  Book,  or  Sir  Matthew  Arnold's  Light  of  Asia. 
I  put  an  end  to  all  your  troubles." 

The  elf  vanished,  and  Cleomene  found  herself 
where  she  had  been  before  she  began  her  series  of 
adventures.  The  Revolution  was  at  an  end.  The 
Provisional  Government  had  provided  for  the 
working-classes  only  tinned  meats,  which  they  ab- 
horred. The  Committee  of  Public  Safety  had  laid 
its  hands  on  the  funds,  invested  them  abroad,  and 
had  followed  them  to  see  that  they  were  secure. 

The  queen  was  received  with  enthusiasm.  Cleo- 
mene was  greatly  altered.  Her  conversation  was  no 
longer  confined  to  domestic  matters.  She  had  been 
in  various  situations,  as  gardener,  cook,  stewardess, 
nursery  governess  (to  kangaroos),  housemaid  (on 
board  a  man-of-war),  and  she  had  come  to  under- 
stand that  in  such  situations  there  was  much  that 
was  trying  and  called  for  forbearance.  Formerly  she 
had  been  censorious  with  her  servants ;  she  was  this 
no  more. 

Cabinet  Councils  were  now  looked  forward  to  with 
eagerness,  merely  for  the  sake  of  hearing  the  queen 
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tell  yarns ;  and  the  speech  from  the  throne  was 
devoured  with  avidity.  And  so,  instead  of  telling 
her  adventures  to  the  Horse  Marines,  Cleomene 
retailed  them  to  her  kingdom,  and  kept  it  thenceforth 
in  the  best  of  humours,  and  entirely  loyal  to  the 
throne,  which,  as  all  the  subjects  found,  was  full  of 
sympathy  with  everyone  who  was  in  trouble. 

"  I  hope,  your  Majesty,"  said  Mr.  Jeremiah  Toope, 
"  that  you  have  not  learned  anything  from  the  story 
of  Cleomene,  that  it  has  left  your  mind  as  blank 
after  hearing  it  as  it  was  before.  That,  I  take  it, 
is  what  we  who  seek  to  amuse  should  study,  whether 
we  attempt  it  in  literature,  or  on  the  stage." 

The  king  looked  at  the  queen. 

At  a  sign  from  him,  whilst  the  story  of  Cleomene 
was  in  course,  some  of  the  pixy  attendants  had 
removed  the  skin  of  the  hedgehog  and  had  con- 
cealed it. 

Now  the  queen's  eyes  wandered  in  quest  of  it. 
There  is  a  pleasing  pain  in  self-abandonment  to 
grief,  even  over  a  hedgehog,  and  the  queen  sought 
occasion  for  more  tears. 

Meanwhile,  with  eyes  full  of  entreaty,  the  fairy 
Noyalen  was  watching  her  father.  He  saw  it,  and 
nodded  assent.  At  once  she  tripped  up  to  the 
schoolmaster,  and  presented  to  him  another  spray, 
on  which  was  a  tiny  purple  berry. 

He  readily  took  it,  and  no  sooner  was  it  between 
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his  lips  than  it  was  as  though  a  stopper  had  been 
taken  out  of  one  of  his  ears.  He  heard  more 
distinctly  than  it  had  ever  been  possible  with  him 
before.  He  heard  the  rushing  of  a  distant  moorland 
river  as  it  plunged  over  boulders ;  he  heard  the 
twitter  of  a  night  bird  in  a  marsh,  and  the  whisper 
of  the  wind  among  the  fern.  He  was  so  delighted 
with  the  novel  sensation  that  he  would  have  listened 
in  silence  for  an  hour,  had  not  a  sign  from  the  king 
reminded  him  that  he  was  there  to  tell  stories ; 
so  hastily  collecting  his  thoughts,  he  began  the  fifth 
tale. 
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THE   ASH-MAID 


V. 
THE    STORY    OF    THE    ASH-MAID 

THERE  lived,  in  the  springtime  of  the  world, 
two  knights  that  loved  each  other  very  dearly. 
They  had  been  friends  as  children,  and  were  com- 
panions-in-arms  when  men.  Now  it  so  fell  out  that 
both  married  and  lived  at  some  distance  from  each 
other  in  their  castles,  and  thenceforth  saw  but  little 
of  each  other.  But  for  all  that  there  was  no  abate- 
ment in  the  love  each  bore  to  the  other. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  the  one  had  by  his  wife 
two  little  children,  born  in  one  birth,  and  both  were 
boys.  Then  Sir  Eglamour,  for  that  was  his  name, 
thanked  Almighty  God  for  so  great  a  gift ;  and 
summoned  to  him  a  messenger  and  bade  him  go 
to  his  good  friend  Sir  Triamour,  and  invite  him  to 
come  and  be  godfather  to  his  children. 

The  messenger  hasted  and  went  on  his  journey, 
and  he  arrived  at  the  castle  of  Sir  Triamour  when  he 
sat  at  meat  in  his  hall,  with  his  lady  and  all  his 
retainers.  Then  he  bent  his  knee  and  greeted  the 
knight,  and  told  him  all  his  errand. 

The  knight,  Sir  Triamour,  was  pleased,  and  gave 
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the  messenger  a  palfrey  as  present  for  his  good 
tidings.  Now  when  the  lady  heard  that  her  hus- 
band's great  friend's  wife  was  mother  of  twins, 
she  laughed,  and  said,  "  My  cat  has  more  at  a  litter 
than  that.  It  were  well  that  one  of  these  pups 
should  be  drowned." 

When  she  spoke  thus,  the  messenger  was  sore 
ashamed,  and  Sir  Triamour  waxed  wroth  and 
rebuked  his  wife ;  but  she  spoke  further  rude  and 
unmannerly  words. 

Sir  Triamour  departed  for  his  friend's  house,  and 
a  sorrowful  man  was  he,  lest  the  messenger  should 
tell  his  friend  the  ugly  words  let  drop  by  his  wife. 
But  whether  Sir  Eglamour  heard  thereof  or  not  we 
cannot  tell,  for  he  gave  no  token  of  displeasure  to 
his  friend,  but  received  him  with  open  arms,  and  with 
joy  of  heart  did  welcome  him.  Likewise  did  his 
sweet  lady  salute  Sir  Triamour  with  gracious  words, 
and  showed  him  with  pride  and  pleasure  the  two 
lovely,  innocent  babes  she  had  brought  into  the 
world. 

Now  it  came  to  pass  that  after  a  year  had  gone 
the  wife  of  Sir  Triamour  also  bare  children,  and 
became  the  mother  of  twin  daughters.  Then  she 
thought  of  what  she  had  said,  and  how  everyone 
would  heap  scorn  on  her,  for  that  she  who  had 
mocked  Sir  Eglamour's  lady  was  come  into  the 
same  plight.  It  was  so,  that  her  lord  and  master 
was  absent  from  home  at  the  time. 
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Then  she  bade  a  nurse-girl  carry  away  one  of  the 
babes  and  dispose  of  it  so  that  she  should  see  it  no 
more. 

The  good  girl  said  to  the  lady,  "  Give  to  me  the 
little  babe,  and  you  shall  not  hear  of  it  again." 

So  the  lady  gave  a  beautiful  mantle  lined  with 
miniver,  in  which  the  babe  was  to  be  wrapped,  and 
she  took  a  ring  of  gold  and  put  it  on  the  arm  of  the 
child,  attached  thereto  by  a  piece  of  silk  lace. 

Now  at  night  the  maid  stole  out  of  the  castle  by  a 
secret  way,  carrying  the  infant  in  her  arms,  and  she 
traversed  a  wild  heath.  The  season  was  winter,  and 
the  night  was  dark  and  windy.  The  poor  babe 
sobbed  in  the  maiden's  arms,  and  would  not  be 
comforted. 

At  length  the  maid  reached  a  forest,  where  there 
was  shelter  from  the  icy  blast,  and  took  a  road  that 
ran  through  the  forest,  and  she  came  at  length  to  a 
convent ;  but  all  therein  were  wrapped  in  sleep,  and 
there  shone  but  one  light  from  the  windows,  and  that 
was  from  the  church. 

Then  the  maiden  stayed  her  steps,  and  she  saw 
growing  by  the  church  door  an  old  ash  tree  that  was 
hollow.  She  took  the  babe,  wrapped  it  well  in  the 
fur  cloak,  and  laid  it  in  the  hollow  of  the  trunk 
of  the  ash,  and  then  fled  away  to  return  to  her 
mistress. 

When  the  day  began  to  dawn,  then  the  porter  of 
the  abbey  arose,  rang  the  bells,  lighted  the  tapers, 
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laid  forth  the  books,  and  then  undid  the  church  door. 
Now  only  did  he  perceive  some  fur  in  the  ash  tree, 
and  going  to  examine  it  more  closely  found  the  babe 
wrapped  in  it.  He  at  once  took  it  to  his  home  and 
delivered  it  to  his  daughter,  and  bade  her  warm  and 
feed  it. 

She  gladly  accepted  the  charge,  she  unwrapped 
the  child  and  laid  it  to  sleep. 

Now  when  the  abbess  and  nuns  had  finished  the 
service  in  the  church,  then  the  porter  went  to  the 
abbess  and  told  her  what  he  had  found,  and  that  he 
believed  the  little  babe  came  of  noble  family,  because 
of  the  gold  ring  bound  round  its  arm  and  the  mantle 
of  miniver  in  which  it  was  wrapped. 

Then  the  abbess  bade  that  the  little  maiden  should 
be  baptised,  and  because  it  was  found  in  an  ash  tree, 
therefore  the  name  given  was  Freyne,  which  in  the 
British  language  signifies  an  ash. 

This  Freyne  thro\e  from  year  to  year. 
The  abbess's  niece  men  thought  she  were. 
In  all  England  there  was  none, 
A  fairer  maiden  than  she  was  one. 

Now  when  she  was  grown,  and  well  instructed,  then 
the  abbess  asked  her  if  it  was  her  good  will  to 
become  a  nun  in  the  convent.  But  PVeyne  told 
her  that,  though  she  had  been  happy  in  her  love 
and  in  the  peaceful  life  of  the  cloister,  yet  she  had 
no  desire  to  become  a  nun.  The  abbess  told  Freyne 
all  about  how  she  was  found  in  an  ash  tree,  and  that 
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a  girl  without  friends  and  relatives  would  have  a 
hard  time  of  it  in  the  world.  She  gave  Freyne  the 
mantle  of  miniver  and  the  gold  ring  that  were  found 
with  her,  and  she  said  that  she  would  put  her  in 
service  into  some  good  house  where  she  might  earn 
her  daily  bread. 

Now  it  so  came  to  pass  that  she  was  placed  as 
a  servant  in  the  castle  of  a  good  knight  who  was 
young  and  lived  with  his  mother,  a  discreet  lady, 
a  widow,  and  she  was  the  widow  of  Sir  Eglamour. 
The  one  of  her  twin  sons  tarried  at  home  and  kept 
the  castle,  but  his  brother  was  with  the  king  and 
served  him. 

It  was  so,  that  the  fair  Freyne  attended  on  the 
lady,  and  did  good  service,  and  was  ever  gentle, 
and  cheerful,  and  willing. 

Now  the  maid  Freyne  had  not  served  long  in 
the  house  before  the  eyes  of  the  young  knight 
rested  on  her,  and  he  was  smitten  with  great  love; 
likewise  did  she  think  that  there  never  could  be  a 
more  gentle  and  courteous  man  than  was  he.  His 
name  was  Guroun.  But  inasmuch  as  she  was  but 
a  poor  serving-maid,  he  strove  to  turn  his  mind 
from  her ;  and  she,  in  that  she  was  one  whose 
parentage  was  unknown,  also  knew  that  love  for 
her  young  master  would  give  her  a  sore  heart  and 
bring  her  no  happiness. 

Many  a  night  she  wept  and  prayed  and  wished 
she  were  back  in  the  convent,  and  yet  when  day 
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came  and  she  saw  the  gallant  knight,  she  felt  as  if 
she  could  never  be  happy  away  from  the  house 
where  he  dwelt. 

Now  the  mother  of  the  young  knight  saw  how 
his  mind  was  leaning  towards  Freyne,  and  she  knew, 
as  a  wise  and  prudent  woman,  that  this  must  not  be 
allowed  to  proceed  further. 

Therefore  she  urged  her  son  greatly  to  marry  ;  and 
she  bade  him  ride  to  the  castle  of  his  father's  great 
friend,  Sir  Triamour,  for  he,  said  she,  hath  a  fair 
daughter  who  is  wonderfully  beautiful,  so  all  men 
aver,  and  she  is  the  heiress  to  his  broad  lands.  And 
the  young  knight,  though  he  had  no  wish  to  marry 
anyone  save  Freyne,  yet  on  his  mother's  persuasion, 
and  moved  by  his  own  sense  of  what  was  fitting, 
mounted  his  horse  and  with  a  great  retinue  went  to 
visit  Sir  Triamour.  And  there  he  saw  his  daughter, 
who  was  named  Hazel,  and  the  reason  why  she  was 
called  Hazel  was  this :  after  that  her  twin  sister  had 
been  taken  away,  the  babe  could  in  no  way  be 
comforted ;  it  sobbed  and  refused  to  be  fed. 

It  fell  out  that  as  the  maiden  returned  from  dis- 
posing of  the  one  daughter  at  the  convent  gates,  she 
walked  till  the  dawn  broke ;  and  as  she  went  along 
she  passed  a  hazel  bush  on  which  were  catkins, 
although  the  time  of  year  was  early.  And  she 
plucked  a  twig  hung  with  catkins,  and  she  came 
along  swinging  the  pendent  blossoms. 

And  when  she  arrived  at  the  castle,  her  mistress 
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was  in  tears  and  despair  because  of  the  weeping  of 
the  babe.  Then  the  maiden  took  the  branch  of 
catkins  and  dangled  them  before  the  eyes  of  the 
child,  and  drew  them  lightly  to  and  fro  over  the 
babe's  face,  and  it  laughed  and  was  happy.  So 
when  the  child  was  christened  they  named  her 
Hazel.  She  was  tall  and  fair  and  graceful,  and 
withal  of  a  sweet  disposition,  but  ever  with  a  slight 
shade  of  sadness  in  her  face. 

Verily,  the  young  knight,  the  son  of  Sir  Eglamour, 
would  never  have  cared  to  ask  for  her  in  marriage, 
had  he  not  thought  that  he  saw  in  her  a  something 
that  reminded  him  of  his  dear  Freyne,  the  ash-maid. 

Before  he  had  been  there  many  days  he  asked 
to  be  given  Hazel  to  wife,  and  the  marriage  was 
to  take  place  within  a  month  at  his  own  and  not 
at  the  bride's  house,  and  when  his  dear  twin  brother 
could  be  summoned  from  the  court  of  the  king. 

Now  when  Freyne  heard  that  her  lord  was  to 
be  wedded  to  another  lord's  daughter,  then  was  her 
heart  nigh  breaking. 

She  wept  and  grew  white  and  wan,  moreover  she 
resolved  to  return  to  the  convent,  and  there  spend  the 
rest  of  her  days  as  a  holy  nun. 

She  told  her  intent  to  her  mistress,  but  the  lady 
said  she  could  in  no  case  spare  her  till  the  marriage 
was  over.  After  that  she  might  go.  Very  sadly, 
and  against  her  will,  Freyne  tarried  in  the  castle. 
And  all  men  might  see  that  the  young  knight  was 
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likewise  ill  at  ease ;  that  he  could  not  be  content 
to  be  married  to  the  fair  Hazel,  but  that  his  heart 
hung  on  the  fair  Ash.  His  mother  was  even  alarmed 
lest  now,  at  the  last  moment,  he  should  break  away 
from  the  maid  to  whom  he  was  promised  and  follow 
his  own  inclination. 

At  length  the  wedding  party  arrived,  and  the 
bishop  came  likewise  to  bless  the  marriage. 

Now  it  was  the  duty  of  Freyne  to  attend  to  the 
chambers,  and  when  she  came  to  do  the  room  for  the 
bride  she  thought  that  the  bed  was  not  warm  enough, 
and  had  not  on  a  sufficiently  handsome  coverlet.  So 
she  hasted  and  fetched  her  own  mantle  of  miniver 
and  laid  that  over  the  bed. 

Next  it  must  be  told  how  that  Sir  Triamour  had 
been  with  his  lady  and  daughter  to  the  king's  court, 
and  there  had  been  jousting  and  dancing  and  much 
merry  -  making  there,  and  at  that  time  the  twin 
brother  of  Sir  Guroun  was  also  there ;  and  he  had 
worn  catkins  to  his  crest  and  a  sprig  of  hazel  painted 
on  his  shield  in  the  tournament,  and  had  behaved 
himself  right  valiantly,  and  all  knights  had  been  un- 
horsed before  him,  whatever  were  their  crests.  Lions, 
leopards,  eagles,  drakes,  had  all  gone  down  before  the 
hazel-bough  hung  with  catkins. 

And  the  reason  why  Sir  Ferimond,  as  the  twin 
brother  of  Sir  Guroun  was  called,  bore  the  catkins  in 
his  crest  and  on  his  shield  was  that  he  thought  Hazel 
was  the  fairest  thing  his  eyes  had  ever  rested  on. 
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And  although  he  came  to  very  little  speech  with  her, 
yet  did  his  heart  cleave  to  her. 

Right  sorrowful  was  he  when  the  tidings  reached 
him  that  his  brother  was  to  be  espoused  to  the  Hazel 
Maid.  Very  dear  though  Guroun  was  to  him,  he 
could  ill  bear  that  he  should  carry  away  the  Hazel, 
on  whom  his  heart  was  set.  Nevertheless  he  returned 
home  when  his  mother  and  brother  summoned  him  ; 
but  his  countenance  was  sad. 

Moreover,  when  Hazel  beheld  him,  she  changed 
hue,  and  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  for  she  knew 
that  she  loved  Sir  Ferimond,  whereas  she  only  liked 
his  brother,  Sir  Guroun. 

Great  was  the  banqueting  and  loud  was  the  mirth 
at  the  table ;  only  was  the  bride  cast  down  and  the 
bridegroom  and  his  brother  were  discouraged. 

Now  when  the  lady  mother  of  the  fair  Hazel  took 
her  daughter  to  the  chamber  where  she  was  to  put  on 
her  most  beautiful  white  garments  in  which  to  go  to 
the  church  to  be  married,  then  it  was  so  that  she 
spied  a  splendid  mantle  all  furred  with  miniver  laid 
over  the  bed. 

And  thereat  she  uttered  a  loud  cry,  for  she  knew 
that  it  was  the  very  cloak  in  which  the  twin  sister  of 
Hazel  had  been  carried  forth  by  the  maid. 

She  cried  out  for  the  chamberlain,  and  she  asked 
him  whence  he  had  gotten  this  mantle.  But  he 
answered  that  he  knew  not  whence  it  came,  it  was 
none  of  his  providing. 
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Then  came  in  the  handmaid,  Freyne,  and  the 
lady  spoke  to  her,  and  asked  whose  mantle  that  was. 
Thereupon  the  maiden  fair  replied  : — 

"  It  is  mine  without  leasing ; 
I  had  it  together  with  this  ring." 

And  she  told  how  that  she  was  found  at  the  abbey 
door,  wrapped  in  miniver,  and  with  the  ring  on  her 

arm. 

Then  the  lady  was  astonished  sore. 
"  Fair  child !  my  daughter  !  I  thee  bore ! " 
She  swooned,  and  was  well-nigh  dead, 
And  lay  sick,  weeping  on  the  bed. 

Then  she  sent  for  her  husband,  and  told  him  all ; 
how  that  she  had  been  the  mother  of  two  daughters, 
and  how,  because  she  feared  to  be  mocked,  she  had 
sent  one  away,  and  that  with  the  child  she  sent  the 
mantle  and  the  ring,  whereby  it  might  be  known 
again. 

Now  the  bishop  stood  by  the  altar  in  the  church, 
and  the  tapers  were  alight,  and  he  was  ready  with  his 
ministers  to  bless  the  spousal. 

But  strange  was  the  way  in  which  he  was  kept 
waiting,  and  wondrous  was  the  noise  of  shouting  and 
merriment  that  came  to  his  ears  from  without. 

But  presently,  still  more  to  his  wonder,  there 
entered  two  happy  couples,  who  desired  him  to  bless 
them  and  unite  them  in  marriage ;  and  more  won- 
drous still.  Sir  Guroun  did  not  desire  him  to  give  in 
marriage  to   him  the   Hazel,  as  was   intended,  but 
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instead,   the   Ash ;    whereas    his    twin    brother,   Sir 
Ferimond,  took  the   Hazel. 

Yet,  great  though  was  his  wonder,  the  bishop  could 
not  there,  in  the  church  and  at  the  altar,  ask  why  this 
change  was ;  he  had  to  content  himself  with  asking 
each  over  twice  whether  he,  Guroun,  took  the  Ash, 
and  whether  he,  Ferimond,  took  the  Hazel.  And  as 
neither  had  any  doubt  at  all,  neither  had  the  maidens 
any  hesitation  in  saying  to  which  knight  she  con- 
signed herself,  the  bishop  pronounced  the  benediction 
which  was  to  make  each  couple  happy  for  ever  and  a 
day. 

By  this  time  the  queen  had  forgotten  the  hedge- 
hog ;  she  no  longer  looked  for  its  skin.  She  had 
raised  herself  to  a  sitting  posture,  and  had  allowed 
her  husband  to  wipe  the  tears  from  her  cheeks.  She 
looked  at  the  sweet  princess  and  made  a  sign 
to  her.  This  was  encouraging,  for  it  showed  that 
she  was  able  to  think  of  something  other  than  her 
sorrows  and  of  someone  else  beside  herself,  and  that 
she  even  entertained  a  sense  of  gratitude  instead 
of  having  all  her  emotions  concentrated  on  the  loss 
of  her  pet.     The  king  himself  was  pleased. 

Then  Noyalen  timidly  but  smilingly  approached 
Mr.  Jeremiah,  and  this  time  opened  her  little  palm, 
that  was  like  a  delicate  rose-coloured  sea-shell,  and 
in  the  midst  was  one  little  purple  berry  like  a  dark 
pearl. 


112    STORY  OF  THE  ASH-MAID 

Mr.  Jeremiah  stooped  and  took  up  the  berry  with 
his  lips,  and  at  the  same  time  kissed  the  little  hand, 
that  was  at  once  hastily  withdrawn,  and  a  lively 
crimson  blush  came  over  the  fairy's  face. 

Then  said  Mr.  Toope,  "  I  will  tell  you  the  story 
now  of  *  Patient  Helen ' ;  and  this  shall  be  my 
sixth." 

"  We  are  anxious  to  hear  it,"  said  the  king. 

Thereupon  the  schoolmaster  was  aware  that  he 
saw  with  one  eye  very  differently  from  what  he  did 
before ;  and  above  all  he  saw  how  lovely  Noyalen 
was.  In  very  truth,  as  he  told  the  next  story  he  was 
unable  to  take  this  clear-seeing  eye  off  her. 
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PATIENT    HELEN 

THERE  lived  once  upon  a  time  in  Constantinople 
a  king  called  Anthony,  and  he  had  a  beautiful 
daughter  called  Helen.  She  was  asked  in  marriage 
by  the  king  of  the  Huns,  and  Anthony  gave  his 
consent,  for  he  wished  to  be  on  good  terms  with  the 
Huns. 

But  the  Hun  king  was  hideously  ugly.  His  ears 
grew  where  are  the  eyes  of  most  people,  and  his  eyes 
were  in  the  place  where  your  and  my  ears  grow. 

Helen  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  being  married 
to  this  dreadful  man,  so  she  ran  away  from  home 
and  went  on  board  a  merchant  vessel.  She  put  on 
her  dress  of  cloth  of  gold  embroidered  with  silken 
flowers.  But  above  this  she  cast  a  thick  old  mantle 
of  common  stuff,  patched  about  with  many  pieces  of 
cloth  very  unlike  the  original  material. 

Now  as  the  ship  went  sailing  down  the  Bosphorus, 
all  the  bells  in  all  the  churches  rang  of  their  own 
accord. 

The  ship  had  not  got  out  of  sight  of  land  before  it 
was  attacked  by  a  pirate  vessel,  and  the  pirates  killed 
J  "3 
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the  merchant  and  all  the  crew,  and  carried  off  all  the 
merchandise ;  but  because  Helen  was  in  a  poor 
beggar's  dress  they  thought  nothing  of  her,  and  they 
left  her  on  the  ship,  and  cut  a  hole  in  the  ship's 
bottom  to  sink  the  vessel  and  drown  Helen  in  it. 

The  pirates  sailed  away  laden  with  plunder. 

Then  Helen  saw  that  the  ship  she  was  on  was 
filling  with  water  and  began  to  sink.  So  she  managed 
to  loosen  one  plank,  and  when  the  ship  sank  she 
floated  on  the  sea,  seated  on  this  one  plank.  She 
spread  her  veil,  and  the  wind  blew,  filled  the  veil,  and 
wafted  her  far,  far  away,  and  cast  her  on  the  shore  of 
Britain.  Then  she  stepped  on  land,  and  because 
she  was  very  hungry  and  weary,  she  went  into  an 
orchard,  in  which  was  a  crystal  fountain.  And  she 
sat  by  the  fountain  and  ate  the  apples  and  drank  the 
water. 

It  so  fell  out  that  the  old  king  of  England  was 
dead,  and  the  realm  was  in  the  hands  of  his  wife  the 
queen-mother  and  her  young  son,  Constant.  Now 
Helen  threw  off  her  cloak  of  patches,  and  her  golden 
gown  was  visible  underneath,  but  it  was  sadly  marred 
with  seaweed  ;  and  she  was  picking  the  seaweed  off 
when  the  young  King  Constant  came  into  the 
orchard.  He  at  once  stopped  to  speak  to  her,  and 
he  saw  how  white  and  worn  she  seemed.  Then  he 
said,  "You  have  a  very  grand  dress,  but  it  is  all 
covered  with  seaweed." 

She  said :  "  I  was  in  a  merchant  ship,  and  pirates 
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came  and  plundered  the  vessel  and  killed  the  crew, 
and  because  they  thought  I  was  only  a  beggar,  they 
left  me  behind,  and  bored  a  hole  in  the  ship  to  sink 
her.     But  I  escaped  on  a  plank." 

Then  the  king  sent  his  chamberlain  for  food  and 
wine,  but  Helen  was  so  faint  that  she  could  scarce 
eat.  So  he  sopped  the  bread  and  cake  in  the  wine 
and  put  it  into  her  mouth. 

And  when  she  was  better,  then  the  king  conjured 
Helen  to  tell  him  who  she  was.  And  she  told  him 
all. 

Then  King  Constant  determined  that  he  would 
marry  the  maiden  he  had  found  in  the  apple  orchard. 

His  mother  when  she  heard  this  was  very  angry, 
and  she  said,  "  Why  are  you  so  mad  as  to  take  such 
a  girl,  who  comes  no  one  knows  whence,  out  of  the 
sea,  covered  with  weeds,  and  who,  if  she  have  a  gold 
gown,  most  assuredly  stole  it  ? " 

But  the  young  king  was  so  much  in  love  with  the 
beautiful  Helen  that  he  would  not  listen  to  his 
mother.  He  made  a  sumptuous  wedding  feast,  and 
his  mother  pretended  to  be  glad  at  heart,  but  she  was 
scheming  evil  all  the  while. 

Now  it  fell  out  that  soon  after  the  wedding  the 
King  Constant  went  with  a  great  army  to  fight 
against  the  Saracens.  Before  he  departed  he  had 
three  royal  seals  made,  and  he  kept  one  for  himself, 
he  gave  one  to  Helen,  and  the  third  to  the  Earl  of 
Gloucester,  whom  he  made  viceroy  of  England  whilst 
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he  was  away.  Then  he  departed,  and  the  separation 
was  sad  between  him  and  his  dear  Helen. 

Helen  remained  mostly  in  London,  where  was  the 
earl.  The  queen-mother  lived  at  Dover,  and  she 
came  sometimes  to  see  her  daughter-in-law.  She 
spoke  to  her  lovingly,  and  quite  deceived  Helen, 
making  her  think  that  she  was  much  attached  to  her. 
But  all  the  while  this  wicked  woman  was  consider- 
ing how  she  might  destroy  her. 

Now  it  happened  one  day  that  Queen  Helen  felt 
very  sleepy  whilst  her  mother-in-law  was  with  her, 
and  the  queen-mother  said  to  her,  "  Lay  your  head 
on  my  lap  and  sleep."     She  did  so. 

Whilst  Helen  was  asleep,  the  queen-mother  felt  in 
the  purse  that  was  hung  at  Helen's  belt,  and  found 
the  seal,  and  hid  it  away.  Then,  after  Helen  awoke, 
she  hurried  to  Dover  and  sent  for  a  goldsmith,  and 
bade  him  make  her  an  exact  copy  of  the  signet. 

When  he  brought  it,  then  she  took  a  knife,  stabbed 
him  to  the  heart,  and  threw  him  out  of  the  window 
into  the  sea.  She  next  rode  to  London,  and  she 
contrived  unperceived  to  restore  the  seal  of  the  king 
to  the  purse  of  Helen. 

Not  long  after  that,  Queen  Helen  became  the 
mother  of  two  beautiful  boys,  twins,  beautiful  as 
the  day. 

The  earl  thought  he  must  write  and  tell  the  king, 
so  he  wrote  a  letter  and  said  in  it  how  beautiful 
the   two   baby   boys   were,   and   he    sealed    it   with 
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the  royal  signet  and  sent  the  letter  off  by  a 
messenger. 

Now  when  the  messenger  came  to  Dover  and 
was  waiting  for  the  vessel  to  take  him  across  the 
straits,  the  servants  of  the  queen-mother  met  him, 
and  as  they  were  instructed  by  their  mistress,  they 
asked  him  to  come  and  speak  with  her.  He  agreed 
and  went  to  her  house.  She  bade  a  feast  be 
made  for  him,  and  she  spiced  his  wine  with  some- 
thing that  would  make  him  sleep.  So  he  ate  and 
drank,  and  then  felt  drowsy,  and  went  to  sleep 
with  his  head  on  the  table. 

When  the  queen-mother  saw  this,  she  took  away 
the  letter  that  he  carried.  She  opened  it  and 
read  what  the  Earl  of  Gloucester  had  written. 
Then  she  called  her  scribe,  and  made  him  write 
instead  that  the  queen  had  given  birth  to  two 
hideous  monsters,  with  the  heads  of  black  dogs,  with 
the  wings  of  bats,  and  with  web-feet,  a  clear  evidence 
that  she  was  a  witch.  This  was  signed  in  imita- 
tion of  the  writing  of  the  Earl  of  Gloucester,  and 
sealed  with  the  imitation  of  the  king's  signet. 

When  the  messenger  awoke,  he  was  rather 
ashamed  at  having  slept ;  he  started  up  and  hurried 
to  the  ship,  and  he  had  no  idea  as  to  what  had 
been  done  while  he  was  sleeping. 

When  the  king  got  this  letter  he  was  greatly 
surprised  and  concerned.  He  thought  about  it, 
and  he  felt  quite  sure  that  there  was  some  mistake. 
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So  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Gloucester  to 
say  that  every  care  and  kindness  should  be  shown 
to  his  dear  Helen  and  to  the  two  babes,  and  that 
he  would  inquire  into  the  matter  when  he  returned. 

Now  by  her  orders  the  servants  of  the  queen- 
mother  were  on  the  watch  for  the  return  of  the 
messenger,  and  when  he  reached  Dover  they  in- 
vited him  to  sup  at  the  house  of  their  lady,  whilst 
his  horses  were  being  got  ready.  He  agreed,  and 
was  well  entertained,  and  again  the  queen-mother 
spiced  his  cup  so  that  he  fell  asleep. 

Whilst  he  slumbered  she  took  the  letter  from 
him,  opened  it,  and  read  what  the  king  had  written. 
Then  she  called  her  scribe  and  made  him  write 
that  the  Queen  Helen  and  her  two  babes  were 
forthwith  to  be  burnt  alive,  and  that  some  token 
was  to  be  retained  to  show  that  the  earl  had 
faithfully  fulfilled  what  he  was  required  to  do. 
Then  she  sealed  up  the  letter  and  put  it  in  place 
of  the  other  among  the  despatches  of  the  messenger. 

No  sooner  had  the  Earl  of  Gloucester  received 
and  read  this  letter  than  he  was  out  of  countenance, 
and  did  not  know  what  to  do.  He  consulted 
his  wife,  and  she  bade  him  do  nothing,  but  wait 
and  send  another  letter  to  the  king. 

Now  it  fell  out  with  this  second  letter  as  with 
the  first.  The  queen-mother  got  it  into  her  hands 
and  altered  its  tenor.  And  it  was  the  same  with 
the   return    letter.      When    she   had   that,   she   read 
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that  the  king  bade  the  earl  do  nothing  ungentle,  but 
be  careful  of  the  queen  and  babes  till  the  king's 
return. 

The  queen-mother  altered  all  that,  and  made  her 
scribe  write  seven  letters,  all  to  the  same  effect,  that 
the  queen  and  the  babes  were  forthwith  to  be 
burnt  on  a  little  isle  in  the  midst  of  the  river 
Thames. 

She  sent  only  one  of  these  letters  by  the  return 
messenger  of  the  Earl  of  Gloucester.  When  he 
was  gone,  then  she  ran  a  knife  into  the  heart 
of  her  scribe,  lest  he  should  betray  what  had 
been  done,  and  threw  his  body  out  of  the  window 
into  the  sea. 

The  Earl  of  Gloucester  was  sore  abashed  when 
he  got  this  second  letter.  He  called  together  the 
councillors  of  the  realm  to  decide  what  was  to  be 
done,  and  he  showed  them  the  two  letters  he  had 
received.  Whilst  they  were  consulting,  there  arrived 
another  messenger  with  a  third  letter,  and  the  tenor 
was  the  same. 

The  Council  could  come  to  no  decision,  and  re- 
solved to  meet  again  the  next  day.  But  when  they 
assembled  next  day,  there  came  a  messenger  with 
a  fourth  letter,  and  so  it  was  every  day  up  to  seven. 
And  in  the  last  letter  they  were  all  threatened  with 
death  unless  they  complied  at  once  with  what  the 
king  commanded. 

Then  the  Council  said,  "  It  were  best  to  obey  the 
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king  and  burn  this  woman,  than  that  we  should  be  all 
given  up  to  be  hanged." 

The  earl  went  home  in  great  grief,  and  he  showed 
the  letter  to  the  queen. 

She  was  sore  amazed,  and  could  not  understand 
why  the  great  love  of  Constant  was  changed  to  hate. 
But  being  meek  and  patient,  she  said,  "  As  the 
king  wills  so  must  it  be.  I  grieve  only  for  my 
pretty  babes." 

Now  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Gloucester  had  a 
daughter,  Mary,  and  she  was  warmly  attached  to  the 
queen,  and  was  quite  heart-broken  at  the  thought  of 
what  was  to  be  done  to  her  mistress.  She  said  that 
when  the  queen  was  dead  she  knew  she  would  die  of 
sorrow  also. 

The  earl  was  greatly  grieved,  but  he  could  not  see 
how  he  was  to  disobey  the  king's  repeated  orders. 
He  said  to  Helen,  "  Fair  lady,  what  can  I  take  and 
present  as  a  token  that  I  obey  my  lord  the  king  ? 
How  am  I  to  show  him  that  I  have  done  what  he 
commanded  ? " 

Thereupon  she  replied,  "  This  is  my  hand.  On 
this  hand  he  put  the  gold  ring  when  he  married  me. 
You  must  cut  it  off." 

The  earl  did  not  wish  to  do  this,  but  he  did  not 
see  how  else  he  was  to  assure  the  king  that  he  had 
obeyed  faithfully,  so  next  day  he  sent  for  the  execu- 
tioner, and  he  cut  off  Helen's  left  hand  at  the  wrist. 
Then  he  took  a  piece  of  her  golden  garment  in  which 
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she  had  been  washed  ashore,  and  wrapped  the  hand 
therein. 

Now  when  this  had  been  done,  his  daughter  Mary 
came  weeping  and  entreating,  and  she  said,  "  Burn 
me  in  place  of  my  dear  mistress,  the  queen ;  and  I 
will  make  two  dolls  of  rag,  and  carry  them,  and  they 
will  be  thought  to  be  the  babes." 

The  queen  would  not  for  long  consent  to  this,  but 
because  Mary  was  urgent,  and  because  she  desired 
to  preserve  her  dear  little  twin  babes,  she  at  last 
yielded. 

Then,  forasmuch  as  it  was  known  that  the  queen's 
hand  was  cut  off,  it  was  necessary  that  the  left  hand 
of  the  earl's  daughter  should  be  cut  off  also.  And 
next  day  the  good  and  faithful  Mary,  dressed  in  her 
mistress's  robe,  and  carrying  two  rag  dolls,  was 
hurried  to  an  island  in  the  Thames,  and  was  there 
burned  to  ashes.  But  the  people,  and  the  soldiers, 
and  the  executioner,  all  thought  she  was  the  queen, 
because  she  had  but  one  hand. 

Now  it  must  be  told  that  the  earl  hasted  with 
Helen  to  the  seaside,  and  put  her  in  a  little  boat, 
with  a  barrel  of  wine  and  three  loaves.  He  had 
drawn  the  ring  from  the  finger  of  the  queen's  hand 
that  was  cut  off  and  had  put  it  on  his  daughter's 
hand  that  was  also  cut  off.  And  he  enclosed  the 
hand  of  the  queen,  wrapped  round  in  the  gold  bro- 
cade, in  a  common  cover,  and  bound  it  to  one  of 
the  babes,  fast  to  its  side. 
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Then  the  earl,  weeping  sore,  thrust  the  boat  out  to 
sea,  and  commended  it  to  the  gentlest  winds  of 
heaven,  and  he  returned  home,  and  put  his  daughter's 
hand  with  the  ring  on  it  in  a  golden  casket  set  with 
pearls  and  emeralds,  and  set  it  in  his  bedchamber. 

Now  it  must  be  told  how  that  the  wind  wafted  the 
patient  Helen,  as  she  sat  nursing  her  two  babes,  over 
the  blue  water  towards  the  coast  of  Brittany.  She 
could  do  little  with  the  boat,  for  she  had  one  hand 
only,  and  with  that  she  attended  to  the  twin  babes. 

The  waves  drove  the  boat  up  on  the  shore,  and 
Helen  stepped  out,  carrying  her  babes,  and  went  into 
an  oak  wood,  and  found  a  rock,  and  under  the  shade  of 
the  rock  she  laid  the  children.  They  were  fast  asleep, 
so  she  returned  to  the  boat  for  the  little  cask  of  wine 
and  the  three  loaves.  She  was  some  time  in  bringing 
them,  because  she  was  not  as  yet  accustomed  to 
having  one  hand. 

Now  when  she  came  back  to  the  rock,  both  the 
children  were  gone.  They  had,  in  fact,  been  carried 
off  by  a  lion  and  a  bear. 

The  poor  mother  ran  through  the  wood  crying  and 
calling,  but  all  in  vain.  She  saw  no  more  traces  of 
her  innocent  babes,  and  for  some  time  she  wished  she 
were  dead. 

After  a  while,  in  her  wanderings,  she  came  to  a 
town.  When  there  she  went  to  the  house  of  a  widow, 
and  served  her.  She  could  not  become  a  servant  in  a 
great  house,  nor  with  people  who  required  much,  for 
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she  had  one  hand  only.  With  that  one  hand,  because 
there  was  an  honest  heart  with  good  will  behind,  she 
did  more,  so  the  widow  thought,  than  many  a  girl 
who  had  two  hands. 

After  she  had  remained  some  years  with  the  widow 
woman,  this  woman,  her  mistress,  died,  and  Helen 
was  constrained  to  go  elsewhere.  She  took  ship,  and 
in  the  ship  she  sailed  to  Constantinople,  and  when 
she  arrived  there  she  was  sore  afraid  that  her  father, 
King  Anthony,  would  not  forgive  her  for  running 
away,  and  therefore  she  did  not  disclose  who  she 
was ;  and  as  she  was  very  poor,  she  made  her  abode 
under  the  stairs  that  led  up  to  the  palace. 

Every  day  the  king  came  down,  and  she  put  forth 
her  hand,  and  he  dropped  into  it  a  penny,  for  he 
pitied  greatly  the  woman  who  had  but  one  hand. 

Now  it  came  to  pass  that  his  thoughts  began  to 
trouble  him  concerning  his  daughter,  and  he  resolved 
to  go  about  the  world  in  a  great  fleet  seeking  her. 
Little  did  he  think  that  he  was  really  so  near  her, 
and  that  it  was  to  her  that  he  gave  an  alms  every 
day.  So  King  Anthony  got  a  fair  fleet  of  ships 
ready,  and  he  sailed  the  sea,  seeking  everywhere  for 
his  lost  daughter. 

Now  we  must  return  and  tell  of  what  happened  to 
the  babes. 

A  lion  and  a  bear  had  carried  them  off,  and  they 
ran  with  them  through  the  forest. 

There  was  a  hermit  lived  in  that  forest,  and  he  was 
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out  picking  sticks  when  he  heard  the  beasts  come  by, 
and  each  carried  a  human  babe.  Then  he  shouted 
and  rushed  upon  them,  and  the  bear  let  go  the  child 
it  was  carrying  and  fled  awa}'.  But  the  hermit 
picked  up  the  babe  and  ran  after  the  lion,  pursuing 
his  traces  through  the  forest  till  he  came  to  his  lair. 
Then  he  went  boldly  in,  and  forasmuch  as  he  was 
a  good  man,  fearing  God,  the  lion  would  not  hurt 
him,  and  let  him  take  up  the  other  babe,  and  carry 
it  away. 

So  the  hermit  took  the  twins  to  his  house  in  the 
wood,  and  he  christened  them  ;  one  he  called  Lion, 
and  the  other  Brice.  And  the  children  grew  up  with 
him,  and  he  well  instructed  them  in  letters  and  in  all 
godly  knowledge.  When  he  took  the  babes  home  he 
was  much  surprised  to  find  that  bound  to  one  of 
them  was  a  fair  woman's  hand,  wrapped  up  in  costly 
gold  brocade.  He  put  it  by  and  cared  for  it,  and  he 
told  the  boys  that  he  had  no  doubt  this  hand  was  the 
hand  of  their  mother ;  he  could  not  be  certain,  but 
he  believed  it  was  so.  Thus  the  boys  remained  with 
him  and  grew  up  during  several  years,  and  learned 
to  talk  and  to  read,  and  all  good  things. 

Li  course  of  time  King  Constant  returned  to 
England,  and  when  he  arrived  in  Dover  the  wicked 
queen  -  mother  came  to  meet  him,  and  with  many 
tears  told  him  that  his  wife  was  dead ;  she  had  been 
killed  along  with  his  beautiful  boys  by  the  Earl  of 
Gloucester, 
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When  the  king  heard  this  he  was  very  wroth,  and 
would  ride  at  once  to  London  and  have  the  earl  put 
to  death.  The  queen-mother  went  with  him.  When 
the  king  arrived  in  London,  and  saw  the  earl,  he 
drew  his  sword  and  would  have  cut  him  to  pieces  on 
the  spot,  but  his  knights  went  between,  and  they  said, 
"  This  is  not  English  custom,  to  condemn  and  kill  a 
man  unheard." 

But  the  old  queen-mother  said,  "  Strike,  my  son, 
and  do  not  spare." 

Nevertheless,  as  Constant  was  a  just  man,  and 
would  not  be  above  the  laws,  he  asked  the  earl  how 
it  was  that  he  had  put  his  wife  and  children  to  death. 
Then  the  earl  answered  that  he  had  done  this  by 
the  king's  express  command,  sent  him  in  eight 
letters. 

The  king  was  very  astonished  to  hear  this,  and  he 
said  that  unless  these  letters  were  produced,  and  he 
were  satisfied  that  they  were  his,  he  would  condemn 
the  earl  to  death.  Then  the  Earl  of  Gloucester  sent 
for  the  letters. 

Now  whilst  they  were  being  sought,  there  came 
a  herald  into  Westminster  Hall,  where  was  the  king, 
to  say  that  there  had  arrived  the  fleet  of  Anthony, 
King  of  Constantinople,  and  that  he  desired  to  visit 
and  salute  the  king.  So  Constant  gave  orders  that 
he  should  be  forthwith  conducted  into  the  hall. 

Now  when  King  Anthony  arrived,  he  told  King 
Constant  that  he  was  searching  for  his  daughter,  who 
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was  named  Helen,  and  was  the  most  beautiful  woman 
in  the  world,  and  as  virtuous  as  she  was  beautiful. 
And  straightway  King  Constant  told  him  how  a  beau- 
tiful stranger  in  cloth  of  gold  had  arrived  on  a  plank 
in  Britain,  and  how  he  had  married  her,  and  how 
she  had  been  traitorously  done  to  death  by  the 
Earl  of  Gloucester,  whom  he  was  now  trying  for 
the  crime. 

When  King  Anthony  heard  this  he  nearly  swooned 
away,  for  he  made  sure  he  had  come  to  the  land 
where  his  daughter  had  been,  and  was  too  late  to 
find  her  alive. 

Now  there  entered  into  the  hall  the  earl  with  the 
eight  letters,  and  he  brought  with  him  likewise  the 
messengers.  The  king  looked  at  the  letters,  and 
examined  the  seals,  and  he  was  much  astonished. 
He  made  the  messengers  tell  their  story.  Of  these 
men  seven  were  false  witnesses,  for  they  had  been 
suborned  by  the  queen-mother  to  say  that  they  had 
come  all  the  way  from  Saracenland,  where  King 
Constant  had  been  fighting. 

Then  the  king  said,  "  I  know  but  two  of  these  men, 
who  brought  me  letters  from  the  earl,  and  took  back 
my  letters  to  him.  The  other  men  I  never  saw ; 
moreover,  I  never  wrote  these  letters.  The  writing 
is  like  mine,  but  it  is  not  mine,  and  the  seal  is  indeed 
mine." 

When  the  queen-mother  heard  this,  she  cried  out, 
"  Put  the  earl  to  death  ;  you  have  heard  enough." 
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But  the  king  said  :  "  I  have  only  heard  enough  to 
be  sure  that  there  has  been  treachery,  not  enough  to 
tell  me  who  committed  it." 

It  never  for  one  moment  entered  Constant's  head 
that  his  mother  could  be  guilty  of  such  wickedness. 

He  asked  the  earl  for  his  signet,  and  he  showed  it. 
He  himself  had  one,  and  one  had  been  carried  to  the 
stake,  he  supposed,  by  his  unfortunate  queen. 

Then  the  Earl  of  Gloucester  produced  the  hand 
that  had  been  cut  off.  It  was  a  very  beautiful  hand, 
and  on  the  finger  was  the  gold  ring  the  king  had  put 
on  his  wife's  hand  when  they  were  married. 

King  Constant  wept  sore,  and  said  that  indeed  it 
was  Helen's  hand. 

But  King  Anthony  looked  hard,  and  said  it  was 
not;  for  his  daughter  had  a  little  white  crescent  on 
each  finger-nail,  and  this  hand  had  none. 

When  King  Anthony  declared  this,  then  the  good 
Earl  of  Gloucester  professed  the  whole  truth :  how 
his  daughter  Mary  had  given  herself  to  be  burned  in 
the  place  of  her  mistress,  and  how  that  this  was  in 
truth  her  hand,  whereas  the  true  hand  of  Helen  was 
bound  to  the  side  of  one  of  the  babes.  He  told, 
moreover,  how  that  he  had  sent  away  the  poor  queen 
in  an  open  boat,  and  how  that  two  rag  dolls  had  been 
burned  in  place  of  the  beautiful  babes. 

Now  the  King  Constant  saw  that  there  was  great 
difificulty  to  get  at  the  bottom  of  the  fraud  that  had 
been  played,  and  he  ordered  his  council  to  meet  on 
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the  morrow,  when  he  would  go  into  the  matter  more 
thoroughly ;  and  he  ordered  that  the  messengers 
should  be  thrown  into  prison  till  they  were  required. 

The  wicked  queen-mother  was  now  fearful  for  her- 
self, for  she  saw  that  in  time  her  son  would  unravel 
the  whole  plot. 

She  sat  at  dinner  beside  King  Anthony,  and  he 
noticed  that  she  was  very  careful  about  her  purse  that 
was  attached  to  her  belt,  and  fearful  of  losing  it. 
Moreover,  she  began  to  speak  very  friendly  with  him, 
and  she  whispered  to  him  to  come  with  her  into  the 
garden  after  the  meal  was  ended,  for  she  had  some- 
thing to  say  to  him. 

Accordingly  he  followed  her  when  all  rose  from  the 
table,  and  when  they  were  alone  she  said,  "  This  is  a 
great  and  a  beautiful  kingdom.  At  Constantinople 
you  are  hard  pressed  by  the  Saracens,  Here  there 
are  none  to  fear.  If  you  will  marry  me  I  will  poison 
my  son,  King  Constant,  and  you  shall  become  king 
of  England." 

"  Is  this  your  real  intent  ? "  asked  Anthony. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  ;  "  I  will  poison  him  to-night" 

"Then,"  said  he,  "let  us  change  our  belts;  you  take 
mine,  and  I  yours,  in  token  that  you  desire  to  make 
this  covenant  with  me." 

The  wicked  queen-mother  at  once  unbuckled  her 
girdle  and  handed  it  to  King  Anthony,  with  the 
purse  attached  to  it. 

He  took  it. 
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Then  she  cried  out  and  said,  "  Stay ;  let  me  first 
remove  the  purse,  which  I  cannot  part  with." 

"  Not  so,"  answered  King  Anthony ;  "  not  till  we 
have  seen  what  is  in  it." 

Then  he  walked  straight  back  to  the  hall,  where 
were  the  king  and  his  men,  and  he  opened  the 
purse  there  before  all  eyes,  and  in  it  was  the  false 
signet. 

And  immediately  King  Anthony  proclaimed  what 
the  queen-mother  had  said,  and  he  declared  her  to  be 
the  schemer  of  all  the  treachery. 

This  seemed  likely  enough,  for  there  had  been 
made  three  signets  only,  and  here  was  a  fourth  that 
was  manifestly  counterfeit. 

Accordingly  Constant  ordered  the  guards  to  re- 
move his  mother  and  take  her  to  the  Tower  of 
London. 

Next  day  a  great  court  was  held  in  Westminster 
Hall ;  then  the  messengers,  who  had  been  paid  by 
the  queen-mother  to  declare  that  they  came  from 
her  son,  when  they  found  that  she  was  arrested,  at 
once  spoke  the  truth,  and  told  how  that  they  had 
been  bribed  by  her  to  take  the  letters  and  tell  a  lie 
as  to  whence  they  came. 

The  king  showed  the  letters  which  had  been  sent 
him,  and  the  earl  said  that  these  had  never  been 
written  by  him.  Accordingly  messengers  were  sent 
to  Dover,  and  the  mansion  of  the  queen-mother 
was  ransacked,  and  there  were  discovered  the  true 
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letters  of  the  earl  and  of  the  king,  which  she  had 
suppressed,  and  in  place  of  which  she  had  substituted 
others. 

There  was  now  no  doubt  about  her  guilt,  and  the 
king  ordered  her  to  be  kept  confined  in  the  Tower  all 
the  rest  of  her  life. 

Now,  just  before  the  court  rose  there  came  in  an 
old  hermit  with  two  young  boys.  He  had  arrived 
by  ship  in  England,  that  he  might  put  the  boys 
in  some  school  where  they  would  learn  more  than 
he  could  teach  them.  On  his  way  he  saw  the  great 
commotion  about  Westminster  Hall,  and  he  went 
in,  and  heard  people  talk  about  the  poor  queen  who 
had  lost  her  hand,  and  who  was  herself  lost  with 
her  pretty  babes.  Then  the  old  man  was  greatly 
astonished,  and,  followed  by  the  lads,  he  went  up 
the  hall,  and  he  said,  "  Oh,  kings,  here  are  two  boys 
that  I  rescued  from  a  lion  and  a  bear.  I  know  not 
who  they  be,  but  one  of  them  has  a  fair  lady's  hand, 
that  he  always  carries  about  with  him."  Then  he 
made  the  boy  disclose  the  little  bag  in  which  was 
contained  the  gold  brocade  wrapped  about  the 
hand. 

Now  when  King  Constant  saw  the  brocade  he 
cried  out,  "  This  is  part  of  the  beautiful  garment  in 
which  I  first  saw  Helen,  and  here  are  still  some 
particles  of  seaweed  adhering  to  it." 

And  King  Anthony  cried  out,  when  he  saw  the 
hand,  "  Verily,  this  is  my  daughter  Helen's  hand,  for 
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here  is  a  half-moon  distinctly  marked  on  every 
nail." 

Then  the  two  kings  were  greatly  rejoiced,  and 
kissed  the  lads  that  were  the  sons  of  one  and  the 
grandsons  of  the  other. 

Presently  King  Anthony  grew  grave,  and  said, 
"  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  under  the  stairs  of  my 
palace  at  Constantinople  lives  a  poor  woman,  and 
she  has  one  hand.  It  was  passing  strange — I  never 
could  see  her  but  I  thought  upon  my  daughter, 
and  it  came  about  thus :  every  day  I  gave  her  a 
penny,  and  she  closed  her  hand  on  it,  and  then  I 
saw  the  crescent-moons  in  her  nails.  But  I  never 
considered  who  she  might  be,  only,  seeing  these 
marks  on  her  nails,  I  was  carried  in  mind  to  my 
child  whom  I  had  lost." 

Then  said  King  Constant,  "  Let  us  take  ship, 
and  sail  to  Constantinople,  and  find  this  fair 
woman." 

Thereupon  they  mounted  their  ships,  the  two 
kings  and  their  escort,  and  they  took  with  them 
the  hermit,  and  the  two  boys,  Lion  and  Brice. 

They  had  a  fair  wind  and  a  prosperous  voyage, 
and  in  course  of  time  reached  Constantinople.  There 
they  went  to  the  palace,  and  as  they  went  up  the 
steps  the  woman  who  lived  below  the  stair  opened 
her  hand,  and  each  cast  in  a  gold  coin  ;  and  when 
she  closed  her  fingers,  there  on  the  nails  were  the 
half-moons,  as  King  Anthony  had  said. 
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So  they  all  stood  on  the  head  of  the  stairs,  and 
the  heralds  blew  the  trumpets,  and  the  people  were 
gathered  together,  and  the  kings  said  to  the  boys, 
"  Go  and  fetch  her  who  lives  under  the  stairs." 

Then  they  went  and  brought  her,  but  she  trembled 
and  wept,  and  supposed  she  was  being  taken  to  be 
sentenced  because  she  had  run  away  from  home 
rather  than  marry  the  king  of  the  Huns,  whose  ears 
grew  where  should  be  his  eyes,  and  his  eyes  looked 
out  of  the  sides  of  his  head. 

When  she  stood  before  the  kings  and  with  all 
the  people  below,  King  Anthony  said  to  Brice, 
his  grandson,  "  Unfold  what  is  in  the  bag,  and 
show  it." 

Thereat  the  boy  Brice  drew  forth  the  woman's 
hand.  And  the  king  said  to  the  woman,  "  Hold 
forth  thy  left  arm." 

She  did  this  trembling. 

Then  the  hand  was  put  to  the  stump,  and  instantly 
it  was  fastened  to  it,  and  she  moved  her  fingers  just 
as  if  the  hand  had  never  been  cut  off. 

Thereat  King  Constant  stooped,  and  put  on  the 
finger  the  golden  ring  which  he  had  drawn  from 
the  dead  hand  of  Mary,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of 
Gloucester.  And  he  said,  "  You  are  my  own  Helen, 
and  these  are  your  two  sons." 

So  there  was  great  embracing  and  many  tears 
were  shed,  and  all  the  bells  of  Constantinople  rang, 
and  the  people  shouted  and  sang. 
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There  was  made  great  feasting.  All  the  fountains 
spouted  wine,  and  all  the  birds  of  the  air  flew  about 
ready  roasted,  so  as  to  be  eaten,  and  the  fishes  swam 
on  the  waters  fried  or  boiled,  just  as  folk  liked  best. 
Then  when  the  feasting  was  ended,  King  Constant 
and  his  queen  returned  to  England  with  their  two 
sons.  But  the  name  of  Lion  was  changed  to  Alfred, 
and  he  was  the  greatest  king  after  his  father  that 
England  ever  saw. 

Now  when  Mr.  Toope  had  ceased  speaking,  he 
looked  round  at  the  king,  and  he  saw  that  he  was 
wroth. 

"  You  shall  receive  nothing  for  this  story,"  said  he. 
"  It  is  instructive — there  is  in  it  history  again." 

"  I  assure  you  not,"  replied  Jeremiah.  "  It  is  not 
history  at  all ;  it  is  rather  history  turned  topsy-turvy. 
You  could  not,  if  you  tried,  put  dates  to  any  of  the 
incidents  in  this  tale." 

"  I  care  not,"  said  the  king.  "  It  has  a  sort  of  a 
historical  smack  about  it  that  I  like  not.  Go  on  with 
another — a  seventh  tale,  to  put  the  taste  of  history 
out  of  my  mouth." 


VI  I. 

FLOWER-DE-LUCE 

THERE  was  a  time  when  war  had  been  carried 
on  between  England  and  France  for  twelve 
years,  with  great  loss  of  life,  and  at  great  cost  of 
money  on  both  sides.  Moreover,  at  the  end  of  the 
twelfth  year  no  more  prospect  of  peace  appeared 
than  at  the  opening  of  the  war. 

This  grieved  the  Fairy  Morgana  greatly,  and  she 
was  ever  a  protecting  genius  to  the  island.  Although 
fairies  can  intervene  in  the  affairs  of  individual 
people,  and  perform  great  wonders,  yet  they  never 
have  been  of  any  political  importance,  nor  have  their 
powers  influenced  the  course  of  history. 

Morgana's  only  chance  of  bringing  this  disastrous 
condition  of  affairs  to  an  end  was  by  drawing  together 
the  sovereign  houses  of  France  and  England  by  a 
family  tie. 

With  this  end  in  view  she  one  day  appeared  to 
the  prince,  the  son  of  the  English  king,  and  said  to 
him,  "  I  have  brought  you  a  bowl  of  May  dew. 
Bathe  your  face  in  it,  and  you  shall  see  her  who  is 
destined  to  be  your  bride." 
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The  prince  was  keen  and  curious  to  behold  the 
lady  who  was  some  day  to  be  his  wife,  so  he  took 
the  May  dew  and  washed  his  face. 

At  once  he  felt  as  though  plunged  in  light  and 
warmth,  and  in  the  brilliancy  that  he  saw  before  him 
opened  a  garden,  and  in  that  garden  stood  a  beautiful 
girl  picking  an  iris :  she  was  dressed  in  violet-blue 
and  gold. 

As  the  moisture  dried  off  the  face  of  the  prince  so 
did  the  vision  fade. 

Now  when  it  was  clean  gone  he  was  pensive  and 
sad,  and  he  felt  that  he  could  not  be  happy,  could 
find  no  rest  till  he  had  seen  and  spoken  with  that 
beautiful  girl  in  person. 

Then  he  asked  the  fairy  Morgana  who  she  was, 
and  was  told  that  her  name  was  Flower-de-Luce,  and 
that  she  was  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  France. 

Thereat  the  prince  was  startled  and  distressed, 
because  the  war  made  it  a  difficult,  if  not  impossible 
matter  for  him  to  meet  the  princess.  However,  he 
sought  his  father  and  asked  him  to  conclude  the  war, 
but  the  king  refused  to  do  so  unless  some  better 
reason  for  making  peace  were  to  be  found  than  the 
desire  of  his  son  to  see  and  talk  to  the  daughter  of 
the  King  of  France. 

The  prince,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and  drops  of 
sorrow  in  his  heart,  told  Morgana  of  the  unsuccess 
of  his  interview  with  his  father.  She  assured  him 
that  she  would  do  for  him  what  was  in  her  power, 
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which  was  not  much.  She  could  furnish  him  with  a 
pair  of  waxen  wings,  with  which  he  could  fly  across 
the  Channel  and  fly  back  again ;  but  he  must 
attempt  this  only  in  early  morning  or  evening,  as 
with  the  heat  of  the  sun  the  wax  would  melt. 

"  So  long,"  said  she,  "  as  the  morning  dew  lies  on 
the  grass  you  are  safe.  Also  you  are  safe  from  the 
moment  the  dews  of  evening  begin  to  descend. 
But  on  no  account  attempt  to  use  the  waxen 
wings  during  broad  day,  or  they  will  fail  you." 

The  prince  thanked  Morgana,  and  promised  to 
be  exact  in  obedience  to  her  commands.  She  fitted 
the  wings  to  his  shoulders,  and  before  daybreak 
he  started,  flitted  across  the  Channel  as  the  clouds 
in  the  east  were  becoming  tinged  with  crimson 
and  gold,  and  he  hovered  over  the  city  of  Paris 
as  the  sun  rose,  and  then  he  was  as  a  golden  bird 
against  the  blue  sky. 

He  descended  rapidly  into  the  garden  of  the 
royal  palace,  and  there  he  saw  Flower -de -Luce 
walking  in  the  morning  air  gathering  an  iris. 

He  came  down  in  a  part  of  the  garden  where 
she  was  not,  and  folding  his  wings  he  advanced 
towards  her,  saluted  her  with  profound  respect, 
and  found  her  to  be  even  more  beautiful  and  engag- 
ing than  he  had  imagined. 

She  was  at  first  surprised  and  frightened,  but  his 
courteous  demeanour  and  his  graceful  presence  re- 
assured  her,  and  she   listened  with  pleasure  as  he 
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told  her  who  he  was,  and  how  he  had  seen  her  when 
his  face  was  bathed  with  May  dew,  and  how  he 
had  flown  from  England  to  France  to  see  her, 
and  how  that  he  hoped  if  she  would  be  his  wife 
that  the  two  countries  might  be  brought  to 
peace. 

She  sighed  and  entreated  him  to  depart.  She 
promised  to  take  none  but  him,  but  she  knew  her 
father  was  a  wrathful  and  impetuous  man,  and 
that  if  he  found  the  prince  there  and  in  his  power 
he  would  entirely  disregard  all  the  laws  of  chivalry, 
which  are,  indeed,  greatly  admired  in  the  abstract 
in  France  but  not  always  carried  into  practice — never, 
in  fact,  when  contrary  to  personal  or  political  advan- 
tage. She  feared  that  if  he  got  the  prince  into  his 
power  he  would  imprison  him  and  not  surrender 
him  unless  the  English  king  submitted  to  degrading 
conditions. 

Whilst  she  was  speaking  the  voice  of  the  king 
was  heard.  He  was  shouting,  "  Who  is  in  the 
garden  talking  with  my  daughter?  Send  me  the 
executioner  at  once  !     Call  out  the  guards  ! " 

The  princess  implored  the  prince  to  escape,  and 
he  immediately  unfurled  his  waxen  wings  and  rose 
on  them  and  sped  away. 

But  alas  !  the  sun  was  hot. 

The  Princess  Flower-de-Luce  saw  him  fly  like 
a  bird  of  paradise  for  some  way  and  then  suddenly 
drop. 
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Full  of  distress  and  dismay  she  opened  the 
garden  gate  and  ran  in  the  direction  where  she 
believed  he  might  have  fallen,  and  entered  into  a 
vast  forest. 

She  knew  not  if  her  dear  prince  had  come  by  some 
great  hurt,  or  whether  he  had  fallen  among  the 
boughs  and  green  leaves  that  had  received  him 
and  held  him  from  injury. 

Wand'ring  all  the  night, 

Without  dread  at  all, 
Came  that  sweet  lady  bright, 

Within  echo's  call. 
"  You  fair  woods,"  quoth  she, 
"  Honoured  may  you  be. 

Harbouring  my  heart's  delight ; 
Which  doth  encompass  here 
My  joy  and  only  dear, 

My  trusty  friend  and  comely  knight. 
Sweet,  I  come  unto  thee. 
Sweet,  I  come  to  woo  thee  ! " 

As  she  wandered  on,  she  heard  the  moaning  of 
a  man,  and  breaking  through  the  bushes  she  dis- 
covered her  prince  lying  sorely  bruised  and  wounded 
on  the  ground.  His  waxen  wings  had  melted  in 
the  hot  sun  of  day,  and  he  had  fallen  and  been 
torn  by  the  branches,  and  had  been  injured  by  the 
hard  ground  on  which  he  had  descended. 

His  pale  lips,  alas  ! 

Twenty  times  she  kissed. 
And  his  face  did  wash 

With  her  briny  tears. 


FLOWER-DE-LUCE  139 

Every  bleeding  wound 

Her  fair  face  bedewed, 
Wiping  off  the  blood 

With  her  golden  hair. 
"  Speak,  my  love,"  quoth  she, 
"  Speak,  dear  prince,  to  me, 

One  sweet  word  of  comfort  give  ; 
Lift  up  thy  fair  eyes. 
Listen  to  my  cries, 

Think  in  what  great  grief  I  live." 


The  prince  was  too  much  hurt  to  speak,  he  sighed 
and  looked  tenderly  on  Flower-de-Luce. 

Then  she  ran  in  search  of  help,  and  she  heard  the 
sound  of  a  dog  barking,  and  she  went  in  the  direc- 
tion whence  proceeded  the  sound  and  came  on  a 
forester's  cottage.  She  went  in  and  saw  an  old 
man  clothed  in  green,  and  she  told  him  that  her 
dear  love  was  lying  ill  on  the  ground  under  a 
tree.  So  he  rose  up  and  accompanied  her  to  the 
spot,  and  raised  the  prince  and  brought  him  to  his 
lodging  and  tended  him  carefully  there  till  he  was 
recovered.  Greatly,  moreover,  was  he  aided  by 
an  aged  priest  who  lived  as  a  hermit  in  the  forest, 
and  who  was  skilled  in  leechcraft.  Now  when 
the  prince  was  quite  restored,  then  there  rose  a 
great  difficulty  as  to  what  was  to  be  done.  He  and 
the  princess  could  not  escape  to  England,  nor  could 
she  return  to  the  palace  of  her  father,  the  King  of 
France. 

She  had  been  very  careful  not  to  tell  the  forester 
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who  she  was,  nor  who  was  the  wounded  and  bruised 
man  ;  and  he  took  them  to  be  ordinary  lovers. 

So  when  the  prince  was  sound  and  strong,  he 
proposed  to  him  to  become  his  assistant  in  the 
forest.  He  himself  was  getting  old,  and  thought  of 
giving  up  work,  and  he  had  as  yet  got  no  one  to 
take  his  place. 

The  prince  joyfully  accepted,  and  then  the  hermit- 
priest  married  him  to  Flower-de-Luce,  and  they  lived 
in  the  cottage  with  the  old  forester. 

He  was  out  all  day  chasing  the  doe,  or  in  pursuit 
of  the  wolf  and  the  boar,  and  often  Flower-de-Luce 
took  to  him  a  little  basket  and  his  midday  meal,  and 
they  sat  together  on  the  grass  under  an  oak  and  ate. 
So  five  years  passed,  and  the  old  forester  died,  and 
the  prince  succeeded  in  his  place  to  be  the  ranger  of 
the  woods.  He  and  his  wife  had  three  beautiful 
children,  two  boys  and  a  little  baby  girl. 

It  fell  out  one  hot  summer's  day  that  the  prince, 
who  was  greatly  fatigued,  fell  asleep,  and  Flower-de- 
Luce  sat  by  him  and  knitted. 

Now  as  she  knitted  she  saw  a  weasel  run  out  of 
her  husband's  mouth ;  a  little  rill  was  hard  by,  and  a 
branch  of  oak  had  fallen  across  the  stream.  The 
weasel  ran  over  the  stick,  and  after  galloping  through 
the  grass  a  little  way  entered  a  hole  in  the  ground 
and  disappeared. 

Flower-de-Luce  touched  her  sleeping  prince  to 
wake    him,    but    he    could    in    no    way    be    roused. 


FLOWER-DE-LUCE  141 

After  a  full  three  hours  had  elapsed  she  saw  the 
weasel  come  out  of  the  same  hole  into  which  it  had 
entered,  trot  over  the  oak  branch,  and  dart  into  the 
mouth  of  the  prince  :  whereupon  he  stretched  himself 
and  awoke. 

The  princess  told  her  husband  what  she  had  seen, 
and  he  said,  "  Flower-de-Luce,  I  believe  my  soul  went 
from  me.  I  have  dreamed,  and  in  my  dream  I  thought 
I  came  to  an  immense  river,  larger  than  the  Seine  or 
the  Thames,  and  over  it  was  cast  a  magnificent  bridge. 
I  traversed  this  bridge,  and  came  to  a  grand  portal, 
and  entered  this  portal,  and  found  myself  in  a  sort  of 
tunnel.  I  hastened  through  it,  and  came  out  in  my 
own  native  England."  Then,  after  a  pause,  he  con- 
tinued :  "  There  I  met  the  Fairy  Morgana,  who  re- 
proached me  for  having  neglected  attending  to  the 
instructions  she  had  given  me,  and  the  promise  I  had 
made.  She  told  me  that  she  still  had  my  interests 
and  those  of  England  at  heart,  and  that  she  would 
provide  me  with  fresh  means  of  escape.  She  in- 
formed me  that  she  would  give  me  five  very  small 
golden  pennies,  and  that  you  and  I  and  the  three 
children  were  to  put  them  on  our  tongues,  and  there- 
upon we  should  become  small  as  weasels,  and  be 
able  to  run  underground  through  the  passage  that 
communicates  between  France  and  England,  and  so 
would  come  into  my  native  island,  and  when  there, 
terms  of  peace  might  be  concluded  with  France  with 
that  generosity  and  dignity  which  characterise  all 
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the  transactions  of  the  English  Government  with 
every  people.  But  we  must  be  very  careful  not  to 
speak,  for  if  we  drop  the  golden  pennies,  then  we 
shall  assume  our  full  dimensions  immediately,  and 
if  that  were  to  take  place  in  the  passage  we  should 
perish  of  suffocation." 

The  princess  agreed  to  go  with  her  husband 
wherever  he  wished.  When  he  opened  his  purse 
there  were  the  golden  pennies,  not  much  larger  than 
pins'  heads. 

So  next  day  Flower-de-Luce  rolled  three  of  these 
pennies  in  melted  sugar  and  peppermint,  and  made 
of  them  three  lollipops,  to  give  to  the  children  to 
suck  ;  and  she  hoped  she  had  coated  them  sufficiently 
with  sweetstuff  to  last  all  the  way  from  France  to 
England.  Of  course  the  baby  girl  would  be  carried 
by  her,  as  it  was  too  young  to  walk  the  whole  way. 

So  they  started  next  evening,  and  each  had  a  gold 
penny  on  the  tongue,  and  each  thereupon  became 
quite  tiny,  and  able  to  go  into  such  a  hole  as  a 
weasel  can  run  in.  The  prince  went  first ;  then 
came  Flower-de-Luce  carrying  the  baby,  and  the 
latter  was  sucking  the  lollipop  vigorously. 

Then  came  the  two  little  boys,  each  with  a  lollipop 
in  his  mouth.  But  just  as  the  elder  was  entering  the 
hole,  he  turned  his  head  and  said  to  the  younger,  "  It 
is  dreadfully  dark  in  there." 

Instantly  the  penny  fell  out  of  his  mouth,  and  he 
swelled  to  his  full  size,  and  had  not  his  head  been  at 
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the  moment  outside,  he  would  have  been  buried  alive, 
because  of  his  swelling  to  fill  the  entire  hole  into 
which  he  was  entering. 

When  he  had  extricated  himself  with  great  diffi- 
culty, then  he  joined  his  brother  behind,  also  restored 
to  his  full  height,  because  he  had  been  so  astonished 
at  what  had  taken  place  that  he  also  let  the  penny 
fall  out  of  his  mouth. 

When  Flower-de-Luce  perceived  that  something 
was  gone  wrong,  with  great  prudence  she  turned  back, 
and  uttered  no  word  till  she  was  outside  again ;  then 
she  spoke  and  learned  the  truth  from  the  boys.  At 
the  same  time  she  dropped  the  gold  penny,  and 
resumed  her  natural  size.  The  prince  had  not  gone 
far  without  looking  behind  him,  and  when  he  per- 
ceived that  his  wife  had  retreated,  he  also  returned. 

It  was  now  impossible  to  think  of  the  passage  any 
more,  and  the  prince  settled  down  as  forester  in  the 
wood,  and  lived  there  for  six  years  longer,  during  all 
which  time  the  war  continued  with  unabated  ferocity, 
for  owing  to  the  disappearance  of  the  prince,  the 
King  of  England  accused  the  French  king  of  having 
sent  secret  emissaries  into  the  island  to  steal  or  to 
assassinate  him ;  and  the  King  of  France  laid  a 
similar  charge  against  the  King  of  England  because 
he  had  lost  his  daughter. 

Now  it  fell  out  that  the  king  announced  that  he 
would  hunt  in  the  forest  with  his  nobles,  and  the 
forester  was  to  prepare  to  meet  him. 
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As  to  the   prince,  who   by  this   time  had   seven 

children — 

He  clothed  his  children  then, 
Not  like  to  other  men, 

In  party-colours  strange  to  see  ; 
The  right  side  cloth  of  gold, 
The  left  side  to  behold 

Of  woollen  cloth  still  framed  he. 

The  King  of  France  came  thither, 
It  being  pleasant  weather. 

In  the  woods  the  hart  to  chase. 
The  children  then  did  stand 
On  right  and  on  left  hand, 

Each  had  a  pleasant  face  ; 

Their  mother  richly  clad 
In  crimson,  rich  brocade. 

Their  father  all  in  grey. 
And  then  this  gallant  king, 
Noting  of  everything, 

Did  ride  that  way. 

Now  when  the  king  saw  the  forester's  wife  in  gold 
and  pearl  and  crimson  velvet,  and  the  children  half 
dressed  in  gold  and  half  in  grey,  he  was  wroth. 
He  deemed  it  a  most  daring  piece  of  pride  in  the 
forester  to  deck  out  his  homespun  wife  in  such 
fashion,  and  that  he  should  put  gold  cloth  on  his 
children. 

But  when  he  drew  nigher,  then  he  recognised  his 
own  daughter,  and  he  was  sore  abashed. 

"  How  is  this  ? "  he  cried  ;  "  a  princess  of  France  so 
demean  herself  as  to  marry  a  common  forester  of  no 
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birth  !     This  is  high  treason,  and  she  shall  be  burned 
alive,  she  and  all  her  seven  brats  of  children." 

His  nobles  interfered,  and  entreated  the  king  to 
spare  the  poor  princess  and  her  children.  But  he 
would  not  listen ;  he  cried  out,  "  It  is  demeaning 
the  royal  blood  of  France!  If  she  had  wed  a  duke 
or  a  marquis  I  might  have  forgiven  her.  I  would 
even  have  pardoned  her,  and  that  joyfully,  had  she 
married  the  son  of  mine  enemy,  the  King  of  England ; 
but  to  take  to  her  a  common  forester  is  more  than 
I  can  endure.  Away  with  her  and  her  brats  to 
the  fire." 

Then  the  forester  knelt  to  the  king  on  one  knee,  and 
said,  "And  what  if  the  prince  of  England  had  married 
your  daughter  ?  " 

"  Then  I  would  have  been  glad,  and  have  made 
peace  with  the  king  of  that  saucy  isle." 

"  I  am  he,"  said  the  prince  at  once.  "  I  came  here 
out  of  love  to  your  daughter.  I  have  married  her, 
and  these  are  our  children,  partly  clothed  in  the 
glittering  display  of  France,  and  partly  in  the  sterling 
linsey-woolsey  of  old  England,  that  does  not  make 
great  show,  but  is  tough." 

Then  the  King  of  France  was  as  good  as  his 
word.  He  forgave  his  daughter.  He  set  all  the 
bells  in  Paris  a-ringing,  and  all  the  choristers  a- 
singing,  and  all  the  butlers  a-pouring  forth  of  good 
wine,  and  all  the  cooks  a-cooking,  that  honest  men 
might  dine. 
h 
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Then  was  peace  made  between  Britain  and  France, 
after  war  having  lasted  twenty-five  years. 

After  that  for  many  hundreds  of  years  on  the  arms 
of  England  were  displayed,  along  with  its  golden 
lions,  the  silver  fleurs-de-lys. 

"  There,  you  are  once  more  doing  what  I  forbade," 
said  the  king  angrily.     "  Again  at  history." 

"  I  cannot  help  myself,"  pleaded  Mr.  Jeremiah  ;  "  I 
am  from  head  to  foot  a  schoolmaster.  I  assure  your 
Majesty  that  my  stories  are  calculated  to  confuse 
minds  as  to  the  stern  realities  of  history,  and  not  to 
enlighten  them.     Will  not  that  satisfy  you  ?  " 

"Do  not  be  angry,"  said  the  queen ;  "he  really  does 
not  mean  to  instruct." 

"  Well,"  said  the  king,  "let  him  take  his  own  course; 
but  I  solemnly  warn  him,  unless  he  keeps  clear  of 
historical  personages  and  historical  themes,  he  shall 
have  no  whortleberries." 

The  Princess  Noyalen  looked  piteously,  pleadingly 
at  the  king. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  I  can  deny  you  nothing,  my  best- 
loved  child.  If  Mr.  Toope  will  solemnly  assure  me 
that  the  story  he  has  told  tends  to  obfuscate  the  mind 
relative  to  history,  instead  of  enlightening  it,  I  will 
allow  you  to  give  him  another  berry." 

"  I  assure  your  Highness,  no  manner  of  sifting 
could  extract  a  grain  of  fact  out  of  the  tale  I  have 
told," 
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"  I  am  content,"  said  the  king. 

Then  again  the  schoolmaster  was  given  a  little 
purple  berry,  and  when  he  had  tasted  it,  then  his 
second  eye  became  clear,  and  he  saw  the  sweet  face 
of  the  Princess  Noyalen  twice  as  distinctly  as  he  did 
before. 

With  beating  heart  he  began  the  eighth  tale. 


VIII. 

THE    WATER   OF    LIGHT 

THE  great,  fertile,  and  populous  realm  of  Loegria 
is  not  a  kingdom,  but  a  queendom  ;  that  is  to 
say,  it  is  always  governed  by  a  woman.  This  is 
because  the  so-called  Silic  Law  holds  good  in  Loegria. 
This  law  requires  the  succession  to  the  Crown  to 
pass  through  females  to  females,  and  excludes  males. 
Consequently  the  son  of  the  queen  does  not  ascend 
the  throne  on  her  death,  but  the  daughter  mounts 
it,  and  the  prince  is  married  off  with  a  portion  to 
some  neighbouring  potentate's  daughter. 

At  the  time  of  this  history  the  Queen  of  Loegria 
was  Euphrasia.  She  was  even  liked  by  those  about 
her  person  constantly ;  she  was  loved  by  those  who 
saw  her  occasionally;  and  the  bulk  of  her  subjects 
adored  her  image  on  the  current  coin  of  the  realm. 

Queen  Euphrasia  had  two  children — a  son,  Prince 
Floribel,  and  a  daughter,  two  years  younger,  the 
Princess  Coeca.  According  to  Silic  Law,  the 
princess  was  predestined  to  succeed  her  mother. 
But  three  years  after  her  birth  a  great  affliction  fell 
on  her.     She  became  blind,  and  by  the  Silic  Law 
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this  would  prevent  her  attainment  of  the  crown, 
for  the  sovereign  was  required  to  be  sound  in  body 
and  in  mind.  In  the  event  of  the  princess  remain- 
ing blind,  the  succession  would  pass,  after  the  death 
of  the  queen,  to  her  sister,  Pomarea,  the  widow 
of  the  King  of  Limonia,  the  adjoining  realm.  It 
was  suspected  by  some,  believed  and  insisted  on 
by  others,  that  Queen  Pomarea  had  procured  from 
a  bad  fairy  that  a  spell  should  be  cast  on  her  niece, 
afflicting  her  with  blindness,  to  prevent  her  from  ever 
obtaining  the  crown  of  Loegria,  in  the  hopes  of 
uniting  under  her  own  sceptre  the  two  contiguous 
realms. 

It  was  the  custom  in  Loegria  for  the  queen  to  be 
given  a  husband.  A  respectable,  amiably  disposed 
man  was  chosen  for  the  purpose  from  among  the 
dethroned  sovereigns  in  the  world,  who  were  shelved. 
Such  a  man  was  always  revaccinated  before  his 
marriage  ceremony,  his  nails  cut,  and  his  moustache 
waxed,  and  he  was  given  the  title  of  Serene  High- 
ness, and  went  by  the  familiar  name  of  "the 
Hubby."  So  as  not  to  offend  the  realm  which  had 
ejected  him,  he  was  allowed  no  place  in  the  Govern- 
ment or  command  in  the  army.  After  the  Hubbies 
had  been  consorts  for  a  while,  and  the  queen  was 
blessed  with  a  daughter,  they  were  no  longer 
needed ;  and,  as  a  relief  to  the  finances,  were  destroyed 
by  the  application  of  a  drop  of  nicotine  on  the 
tongue. 
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In  this  way,  after  the  birth  of  Princess  Coeca,  the 
father  of  Floribel  and  Coeca  had  been  destroyed. 
It  was  afterwards  regretted,  when  Coeca  lost  her 
sight  and  with  it  her  eligibility  to  the  throne.  Prince 
Floribel  and  Princess  Coeca  loved  each  other  ten- 
derly. At  first  he  thought  nothing  of  the  infirmity 
of  his  sister,  as  he  was  but  a  child,  and  a  child  is 
inconsiderate. 

But  as  he  grew  older  he  began  to  understand 
how  great  was  her  privation.  Coeca  had  large,  soft, 
beautiful  brown  eyes,  but  there  was  no  light  in  them. 
In  the  depths  it  was  as  though  something  intervened 
that  was  impenetrable.  Floribel  could  not  see  her 
happy,  innocent  soul  look  out  through  these 
windows. 

As  to  her  blindness  being  a  bar  to  the  crown, 
of  that  he  did  not  think. 

One  day  he  went  to  the  queen. 

He  told  his  mother  that  he  could  not  be  at  ease 
so  long  as  Coeca  remained  blind.  He  asked  her 
if  there  were  any  means  whereby  her  sight  might 
be  restored. 

Euphrasia  answered,  weeping,  that  she  had  con- 
sulted the  physicians,  who  had  recommended  various 
pills,  and  she  had  administered  these  pills  for  an 
entire  year  to  her  daughter,  and  with  them  had  made 
her  seriously  ill.  Then  she  consulted  the  apothe- 
caries, who  had  advised  her  to  cover  the  face  of  the 
princess  with  plaster,  to  shave  her  head,  and  plaster 
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that  as  well.  This  she  had  not  liked  to  do,  lest  it 
should  permanently  disfigure  Coeca,  and  disfigure- 
ment would  as  certainly  incapacitate  her  for  mounting 
the  throne  as  would  blindness. 

Then  she  had  consulted  the  quacks,  who  had  sold 
her  electrical  toe-rings  to  draw  the  irritation  away 
from  the  eyes,  or  to  establish  a  therapeutic  current. 
But  although  this  treatment  had  been  expensive,  and 
had  necessitated  the  addition  of  a  penny  in  the 
pound  to  the  income-tax,  it  had  availed  nothing. 
As  a  last  resource,  she  had  appealed  to  Coeca's  fairy 
godmother,  and  this  fairy  had  informed  her  that 
nothing  could  recover  the  princess  of  her  blindness 
save  a  drop  of  the  Water  of  Light, 

"And  where  is  this  water?"  inquired  the  prince. 

"  It  springs  out  of  a  glacier  among  the  Mountains 
of  the  Moon,"  replied  his  mother. 

"  I  will  go  for  it,"  said  he. 

"There  are  dangers  in  the  way,"  remarked 
Euphrasia. 

"  I  contemn  them,"  answered  Floribel. 

"You  have  not  yet  ascertained  what  they  are," 
said  the  queen  sharply. 

"  What  are  they  ?  "  asked  the  prince. 

"  This  is  like  you  men,"  said  she.  "  First  you 
say  you  despise  the  dangers,  and  then  inquire  what 
they  may  be.  I  esteem  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients 
of  Loegria,  who  established  the  Silic  Law  in  the 
realm." 
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After  a  pause  the  queen  said,  "  You  must  go  to 
the  fairy  godmother,  and  inquire  of  her.  Follow 
this." 

She  plucked  a  hair  from  her  head,  blew  it  away, 
and  said,  "  That  will  lead  you  to  Coeca's  godmother. 
Go  after  it  at  once." 

As  the  hair  sailed  out  of  the  window  in  a  current 
of  air,  Floribel  leaped  forth  after  it,  and  pursued 
where  the  hair  drifted. 

It  led  him  through  the  country  of  Limonia,  but 
his  aunt.  Queen  Pomarea,  did  not  stay  him,  for  the 
news  of  the  purport  of  his  journey  had  not  reached 
her.  The  wind  at  the  time  was  blowing  from 
Limonia  to  Loegria,  and  so  it  carried  all  the  tittle- 
tattle  of  the  former  realm  to  the  latter.  Had  it  been 
contrary,  the  Queen  of  Limonia  would  have  known 
about  the  intention  of  Floribel,  and  have  intercepted 
his  journey. 

Now  it  was  a  remarkable  fact  that  the  hair  of 
Queen  Euphrasia  travelled,  as  do  thunderstorms, 
against  the  wind. 

Prince  Floribel  went  a  day's  journey  in  the 
country  beyond  Limonia.  He  was  much  struck  with 
the  quantities  of  gossamer  that  hung  to  the  hedges 
and  was  spangled  with  dew.  But  he  would  not  have 
delayed  to  investigate  it  had  not  his  mother's  hair 
lodged  in  a  web.  Then  he  put  his  finger  to  it,  to 
disengage  the  guiding  hair.  Instantly  the  web  was 
inflated  by  the  wind,  and  before  he  could  recover 
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from  his  surprise,  it  had  enveloped  him,  and  he  was 
carried  off  his  feet  and  wafted  to  the  clouds. 

He  was  so  frightened,  that  for  a  moment  he  lost 
consciousness,  and  when  he  recovered  it  he  found 
himself  in  the  Fairy  World,  and  a  kind  old  fairy 
stood  before  him. 

She  smiled,  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  said — 

"  I  am  Coeca's  godmother.  Here  in  the  Fairy 
World  we  also  obey  the  Silic  Law,  and  make  the 
males  do  menial  work.  We  are  the  governing 
power,  executive  and  administrative.  I  will  do  for 
you  what  I  can,  for  your  purpose  is  good.  You 
shall  visit  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon.  I  cannot 
greatly  assist  you,  but  I  will  give  you  three  things 
that  may  be  serviceable  to  you — a  pin -tray,  your 
mother's  hair  after  I  have  manipulated  it,  and  a  brt 
of  advice." 

The  prince  expressed  his  most  profound  thankful- 
ness. He  was  extremely  well  educated.  Actually, 
he  did  not  think  the  pin-tray  or  the  advice  worth 
much,  and  his  mother's  hair  he  had  already. 

The  fairy  promptly  handed  him  a  little  sandalwood 
tray.  Then  she  took  his  mother's  hair  and  stroked 
it,  and  lo !  it  grew  long,  and  ever  longer,  and  she 
twisted  and  reeled  it  off  on  a  spindle.  And  she  said, 
"  Never  ask  for  more  than  the  least  you  required 

Then  the  prince  inquired  the  use  of  the  pin-tray, 
and  she  said,  "  When  you  require  a  boat,  step  into 
it.     As  to  the  hair,  look ! "     She  cast  an  end  before 
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her,  and  the  spindle  began  to  unwind  rapidly,  as  the 
end  of  the  hair  flew  away,  till  no  more  than  one 
extremity  remained,  fast  to  a  notch  in  the  spindle- 
wood. 

"  There  ! "  said  she.  "  Follow  the  guiding  line  ; 
lay  hold  of  the  end  and  wind  as  you  go  along,  and 
unwind  as  you  come  back.  Going,  it  will  lead  you 
aright ;  returning,  it  will  restrain  you." 

Again  the  prince  started.  The  gossamer  sail 
enveloped  him  and  wafted  him  down  to  the  land 
below  ;  yet  always  he  held  the  spindle  and  wound 
at  the  hair. 

As  he  set  his  feet  on  earth,  he  observed  a  rusty, 
dirty  crowbar,  that  had  been  used  by  labourers  or 
quarrymen  or  masons,  who  were  out  on  strike  and 
had  neglected  this  useful  tool,  and  left  it  to  be  rust- 
eaten. 

The  prince  was  indignant  that  so  valuable  an 
implement  should  be  thus  disregarded,  and,  picking 
it  up,  with  sand  he  rubbed  it  clean.  Then  he  laid 
it  on  his  shoulder,  and  still  holding  and  windmg  the 
hair,  he  went  forward. 

Presently  he  arrived  at  a  new  and  stately  palace, 
as  yet  unoccupied,  that  had  been  erected  by  a  dis- 
tinguished architect,  who  prided  himself  on  his 
originality.  But  it  was  inconvenient  in  several  ways. 
It  was  two  hundred  and  fifteen  feet  long  and  only 
twelve  feet  wide,  exclusive  of  the  offices.  All  the 
windows  looked  north. 
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The  sun,  which  is  so  lavish  of  its  Hght,  could  not 
by  any  means  shine  into  the  apartments,  and  was 
constrained  to  envelop  the  back  premises  alone  in 
its  golden  beams.  The  state  halls  and  reception- 
rooms  were  superbly  painted,  gilded,  and  uphol- 
stered, but  their  beauties  were  imperfectly  seen  on 
account  of  the  lack  of  light. 

The  sun  was  under  a  compact  to  rise  in  the  east 
and  to  set  in  the  west,  and,  desire  as  he  did  to 
illumine  the  apartments,  he  could  not  do  so.  He 
went  in  rising  as  far  E.N.E.  as  his  conscience  would 
allow  him,  but  no  further.  To  rise  N.N.E.  would 
have  been  immoral.     He  could  not  do  it. 

The  house,  moreover,  was  unhappy  because  it 
could  not  make  display  of  its  splendours,  and  it  had 
been  twisting  and  straining  to  get  round,  so  that 
cracks  had  opened  in  it  which  the  architect  called 
settlements. 

The  prince,  who  had  a  tender  and  sympathetic 
heart,  pitied  both  the  sun,  which  desired  to  do  a  kind 
thing,  and  the  house,  condemned  to  be  without 
sunshine  in  its  rooms.  If  the  workmen  had  not 
been  all  on  strike  he  would  have  summoned  them, 
and  with  the  assistance  of  cranes  and  levers  and 
jacks,  would  have  shifted  the  house  round.  But 
as  the  workmen  were  unavailable,  he  said,  "  Even 
with  a  crowbar  and  my  two  arms  I  may  achieve 
something." 

There  were  some  logs  lying  about.     So  the  prince 
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set  to  work,  dug  under  the  foundations,  and  kicked 
the  rollers  in  as  he  raised  the  house  ends  with  the 
crowbar,  that  served  as  a  lever.  Archimedes  said 
that  he  could  shift  the  position  of  the  world  with  one 
if  he  could  find  a  fulcrum,  and  the  prince  managed 
to  turn  the  house  a  point  from  the  north.  Then  he 
shifted  the  rollers,  and  again  applied  the  bar,  and 
met  with  further  success. 

He  toiled  on  energetically,  never  doing  very  much 
each  time,  but  something,  and  every  point  gained 
was  something.  He  did  not  cease  from  his  labours 
till  he  had  completely  turned  the  house  about,  so 
that  the  face  was  presented  to  the  sun,  and  the  back 
premises  were  left  in  shade. 

Then  Floribel  knocked  away  the  rollers,  and  the 
house  settled  down  on  its  foundations,  and  the  cracks 
closed.  Just  as  the  prince  was  about  to  leave,  he 
noticed  a  lanky  ivy  plant  in  a  pot  in  one  of  the 
windows.  This  plant  had  been  neglected,  and  its 
roots  had  filled  the  pot  and  consumed  the  soil.  It 
had  consequently  become  feeble  and  sickly  in 
colour. 

Prince  Floribel  pitied  the  poor  plant,  and  removed 
it  from  the  pot,  and  planted  it  in  rich  soil  against  the 
palace. 

As  he  was  thus  engaged,  he  heard  a  sighing  and 
a  sobbing  proceeding  from  the  palace.  The  state 
apartments,  instead  of  being  filled  with  joy,  were 
lamenting.  They  had  thought  themselves  so  splendid 
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in  their  velvet  upholstery  and  gilding,  that  the  sun 
would  make  them  superlatively  resplendent ;  how- 
ever, instead  of  that  it  revealed  dust,  cobwebs,  moth- 
holes,  and  mildew. 

The  sobbing  was  produced  by  humbled  pride. 
Floribel  stood  amazed.  Then  he  heard  the  rooms 
say  in  muffled  tones,  "  If  we  can  help  you  with  our 
former  gloom — that  is  now  superfluous,  command 
us." 

He  saw  that  the  leaves  of  the  ivy  were  glistening 
and  dripping — it  was  with  tears  of  gratitude,  because 
it  had  space  in  which  to  expand  its  roots.  And  it 
said,  "I  also,  if  I  can,  will  help  you."  "And  I," 
said  the  sun,  "will  give  you  my  light,  for  you  have 
enabled  me  to  look  into  the  state  apartments,  and 
I  hated  to  be  excluded — I — the  king  of  luminaries." 

The  prince  pursued  his  way,  winding  the  hair 
on  the  spindle  as  he  went  on.  After  a  long  march 
over  a  barren  limestone  plateau  he  came  to  the 
edge  of  a  chasm  one  thousand  feet  deep,  at  the 
bottom  of  which  rolled  the  River  of  Light. 

Up  this  river  he  must  travel  to  the  source.  He 
clambered  cautiously  down  the  precipice,  clinging 
to  bushes.  At  the  bottom  of  the  ravine  the  vegeta- 
tion was  luxurious.  The  river  was  beautiful,  and 
flashed  like  diamonds. 

Now  Floribel  placed  his  pin-tray  in  the  water, 
stepped  into  it,  and  it  expanded  into  a  boat.  He 
took  a  pole  and  punted. 
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The  stream  ran  strong,  and  in  places  rushed  in 
rapids.  Floribel  alternately  punted  and  wound  the 
hair,  and  with  great  labour  advanced  against  the 
current.  He  was  obliged  to  guide  the  little  barque 
in  its  course  to  avoid  rocks.  It  took  Floribel  the 
entire  day  to  ascend  the  river. 

At  last  he  saw  the  glacier  of  the  moon  shining 
before  him,  half-way  up  the  heavens,  and  seeming 
to  be  sliding  out  of  the  sky.  The  sun  was  setting, 
and  its  red  rays  lit  the  glacier-head.  Below  in  the 
gorge  all  was  dark  save  the  River  of  Light.  That 
emitted  a  bluish  gleam,  like  the  lantern  of  the  glow- 
worm, for  it  required  the  sunlight  to  make  it  sparkle 
like  diamonds. 

From  the  glacier  fell  a  waterfall,  that  broke  into 
drops  of  light.  By  a  bold  stroke  Floribel  brought 
his  boat  under  the  pearly  rain,  and  caught  a  drop 
in  the  palm  of  his  left  hand. 

Then  he  knew  that  he  had  got  what  he  wanted, 
and  he  turned  the  head  of  the  boat  and  shot  down 
the  river.  It  was  night  now,  and  he  could  see 
nothing  of  the  mighty  cliffs  on  each  side.  He  saw 
only  the  bluish  flashes  of  the  river,  and  overhead 
a  strip  of  sky,  in  which  the  stars  twinkled.  He 
could  use  one  hand  only,  for  he  was  obliged  to  hold 
the  left  palm  turned  upwards,  with  the  drop  of  the 
Water  of  Light  in  it. 

As  he  proceeded,  with  the  spindle  under  his  arm 
rapidly  unreeling,  he  found  his  difficulties  increase. 
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The  Water  of  Light  was  deceptive.  It  was  luminous 
on  the  surface  only,  and  so  concealed  the  rocks  over 
which  it  flowed,  and  Floribel  could  neither  dis- 
tinguish where  to  strike  his  pole  nor  what  to  avoid. 

Then  he  wished  it  were  day,  and  that  the  sun 
shone.  But  he  checked  the  thought,  remembering 
the  advice  of  the  fairy,  and  desired  to  have  only 
sufficient  sunlight  to  illumine  the  drop  in  his  hand, 
so  as  to  serve  him  as  a  lamp.  Hardly  had  he 
framed  this  wish,  before  a  ray  of  sunlight,  that  had 
lost  its  way  or  had  loitered  after  the  set  of  day,  fell 
and  filled  the  prince's  open  palm,  illuminating  the 
drop  of  water  and  making  it  blaze. 

Floribel  held  his  hand  above  his  eyes,  and  the 
light  flowed  over  the  river  and  penetrated  to  its 
profoundest  depths.  It  cast  fantastic  shadows  from 
the  palm  and  elm  trees  on  the  banks  upon  the  pre- 
cipitous crags  on  each  side. 

Thus  the  prince  travelled  on,  checking  his  descent 
by  means  of  the  thread  of  hair,  which  he  allowed 
to  unwind  only  cautiously  as  he  went  down  the 
stream. 

He  looked  in  vain  for  the  spot  where  he  had 
descended  from  the  plateau  above.  He  did  not 
know  where  to  arrest  his  course  nor  whither  flowed 
the  River  of  Light. 

Presently  he  was  alarmed  to  hear  a  thundering 
sound,  which  he  did  not  remember  to  have  noticed 
before.     It  was  the  roar  of  a  mighty  waterfall.    The 
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thunder  of  falling  water  became  momentarily  louder 
and  more  deafening,  and  in  his  agitation  the  prince 
let  slip  the  spindle  with  the  reeled  hair.  There  was 
now  no  check  on  his  descent.  The  river  ran  with 
great  rapidity ;  it  became  like  a  mill-race.  Now  he 
saw  before  him  a  vast  cavern,  and  into  this  the  river 
plunged  and  disappeared. 

His  heart  stood  still,  and  he  so  trembled  that  the 
shining  drop  in  his  hand  danced  and  almost  fell. 

Would  the  boat  and  he  be  engulfed  in  the  yawn- 
ing abyss?  Oh  that  some  mighty  tree  flung  its 
branches  across  the  river,  that  he  might  cling  to 
it,  and  be  saved  !  But  no,  an  ivy-lace  would  suffice, 
thought  he.  Instantly  he  saw  a  frail  streamer  of  ivy 
hanging  down  the  cliff,  wavering  in  the  draught  from 
the  river  as  it  leaped  into  the  jaws  of  the  earth. 
Floribel  caught  it  with  his  right  hand  just  in  time, 
clung  to  it,  and  his  boat  shot  from  under  his  feet, 
went  over  the  edge,  and  disappeared  in  the  hideous 
chasm. 

Holding  to  the  ivy,  Floribel  climbed.  He  could 
use  but  one  hand,  so  that  his  ascent  was  painful  and 
slow.  However,  he  persevered,  and  after  two  hours 
reached  the  summit  of  the  precipice,  and  was  once 
again  on  the  limestone  plateau. 

He  knew  his  direction,  for  he  had  learned  astro- 
nomy, and  took  his  course  by  the  Polar  star. 

After  he  had  been  walking  for  many  hours  the  sun 
rose,  and  he  recognised  that  he  was  approaching  the 


THE    WATER   OF    LIGHT     i6i 

confines  of  Limonia.  It  would  not  do  for  him  to 
enter  his  aunt's  territories  with  the  drop  of  water 
in  his  hand  by  means  of  which  he  hoped  to  destroy 
the  prospect  of  Pomarea's  succession  to  the  crown 
of  Loegria.  He  would  be  arrested  at  the  frontier 
and  be  deprived  of  the  precious  drop.  It  would  be 
well  were  some  of  the  old  disused  gloom  of  the 
palace  to  envelop  and  conceal  him.  Yet  no ;  that 
would  be  exacting  too  much :  he  needed  sufficient 
only  to  obscure  the  drop  of  the  Water  of  Light  that 
he  held  aloft. 

Instantly  what  he  desired  took  place.  A  shade 
fell  and  quenched  the  brilliancy  of  the  drop.  It 
seemed  to  everyone  who  encountered  him  that  he 
held  nothing. 

When  he  reached  Limonia,  great  was  the  merri- 
ment provoked.  The  custom-house  officers  reported 
to  the  queen  that  her  nephew  had  arrived  empty- 
handed. 

The  queen  said,  "  I  thought  it  would  be  so.  He 
has  either  failed  to  catch  a  drop  from  the  source, 
or  else,  if  he  caught  one,  he  has  spilt  it  by  the  way. 
Let  him  pass  through  my  lands — he  is  innocuous." 

So  Floribel  traversed  the  kingdom  of  Limonia 
unmolested,  but  exposed  to  the  mockery  of  rude 
boys. 

When  the  prince  arrived  in  Loegria,  he  hastened 
at  once  to  his  sister's  room  in  the  palace,  and  found 
her  there  at  a  window,  expecting  his  return ;  but 
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being  blind,  she  sat  with  her  back  to  the  prospect 
and  her  face  to  the  wall. 

Floribel  did  not  speak,  but  running  to  her,  dashed 
the  water  in  her  eyes.  At  once,  with  a  cry  as  of 
pain,  she  sprang  to  her  feet — she  saw ! 

I  need  not  declare  the  happiness  of  Floribel,  nor 
how  full  of  wonder  was  Coeca  at  all  she  saw,  nor 
how  glad  was  the  queen-mother,  nor  how  great  were 
the  rejoicings  of  the  people,  nor  how  exceeding  was 
the  vexation  of  Pomarea. 

All  at  once  the  fairy  godmother  appeared,  and 
said,  "You  have  done  well  in  fulfilling  what  I 
advised.  Had  you  not  done  so,  you  would  not  have 
returned.  When  you  found  the  masons  on  strike, 
you  would  have  liked  to  call  them  together  and  set 
them  to  work  to  alter  the  aspect  of  the  palace.  But 
you  contented  yourself  with  doing  what  you  could 
with  the  crowbar.  Had  you  summoned  the  men, 
then  the  ingenious  architect,  to  show  his  originality, 
would  have  interfered  and  inverted  the  palace, 
making  of  the  floor  a  roof,  and  the  chimneys  he 
would  have  converted  into  cellar  stairs.  You  would 
not  have  enjoyed  the  gratitude  of  the  house  nor  of 
the  solar  orb.  You  helped  the  poor  ivy,  and  in  time 
of  necessity  the  ivy  assisted  you.  When  you  half 
desired  that  the  sun  should  shine  on  you,  had  you 
fully  wished  it,  you  would  have  been  so  enveloped 
in  dazzling  light  as  not  to  see  the  river  and  the 
rocks.     But  you  wished  for  light  in  sufficiency  only, 
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no  more.  When  about  to  be  engulfed,  you  were 
inclined  to  wish  for  a  tree-bough  to  which  to  cling. 
Happily  for  you,  you  did  not  do  so,  but  desired  only 
a  strand  of  ivy.  A  branch  would  have  saved  you 
from  plunging  into  the  abyss,  but  would  have  in 
no  way  assisted  you  to  reach  the  summit  of  the 
precipitous  crags.  You  would  have  held  to  the 
bough,  and  remained  on  it  till  your  powers  failed, 
and  you  would  have  dropped  into  the  water  and 
perished  miserably.  When  you  reached  Limonia, 
you  were  disposed  to  desire  to  be  enwrapped  in  the 
gloom  of  the  mansion  you  had  turned  about ;  fortu- 
nately for  you,  you  corrected  the  wish  into  one  more 
moderate.  Had  you  desired  to  be  cloaked  in  dark- 
ness, you  would  have  passed  through  Limonia  as 
a  column  of  blackness,  and  have  been  a  general 
object  of  wonder  and  alarm.  Some  would  have 
thrust  at  you  with  pikes ;  others,  conceiving  you 
to  be  a  water-spout,  would  have  discharged  cannons 
at  you,  to  dissolve  you.  And  now,  in  conclusion, 
my  dear  Floribel,  I  put  the  crowbar  at  your  disposal. 
Hard  and  steely  as  it  may  seem,  it  is  not  insensible, 
and  it  is  grateful  for  what  you  did  to  it.  Behave 
to  men  as  you  have  to  the  crowbar :  however  rugged 
and  rusty  they  may  be,  behave  to  them  with  con- 
sideration and  respect,  as  useful  in  their  spheres,  and 
you  will  never  regret  it.  Moreover,  I  recommend 
you  to  retain  this  crowbar  as  long  as  the  strike  lasts, 
and  this  will,  presumably,  last  till  trade  is   driven 
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out  of  the  country.  Finding  nobody  to  do  what  you 
want  for  you — learn  to  do  it  yourself;  live  to  be 
independent." 

The  prince  thanked  the  fairy,  and  asked  if  he 
might  open  his  heart  to  her  by  propounding  another 
question.     She  assented. 

Then  he  informed  her  that  the  sour,  envious,  and 
resentful  temper  of  his  aunt  was  very  distressing  to 
him,  and  he  ventured  to  inquire  whether  the  crow- 
bar could  be  used  as  a  moral  as  well  as  a  physical 
agent. 

"  Most  assuredly,"  replied  the  fairy.  "  You  saw 
yourself  what  a  transformation  it  effected  in  the 
palace.  Try  it,  by  all  means,  on  Queen  Pomarea. 
You  can  hardly  employ  the  crowbar  to  a  better 
purpose." 

Accordingly  Prince  Floribel,  having  disguised 
himself,  found  access  to  the  royal  residence  of 
Limonia,  and  there  laboured  with  the  crowbar  to 
change  the  aspect  of  his  aunt.  Hitherto  she  had 
looked  persistently  north  at  Loegria  with  an 
ambitious  and  malevolent  eye.  But  by  sedulous 
application  of  the  crowbar  as  a  lever  to  the  throne, 
Floribel  succeeded  in  turning  it  about,  point  by 
point,  with  his  aunt  upon  it,  on  rollers,  till  it  finally 
faced  south.  Then  the  sun  streamed  into  the 
recesses  of  Queen  Pomarea's  heart,  and  showed 
her  all  the  mean  and  covetous  and  spiteful  thoughts 
it  had  harboured.     Then,  for  very  shame,  she  cried, 
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and  her  tears  carried  away  every  soil,  and  left  her 
heart  to  be  filled  with  light  and  love  and  regard 
for  the  queen,  her  sister,  for  Coeca,  and  for  Prince 
Floribel. 

"That  is  better,"  said  the  king.  "This  story  clearly 
belongs  to  the  domain  of  fancy.  Yes,  my  dear 
Noyalen,  you  may  give  him  something  by  way  of 
encouragement." 

Then  the  fairy  maid  stooped,  and  up  through  the 
mat  of  moss  came  two  skeleton  hands  holding  a 
vessel  of  gold.  She  took  it,  and  the  hands  were 
withdrawn.  Only  Jeremiah  saw  them  groping  at  the 
coverlet  of  moss,  and  drawing  it  together  again,  till 
no  token  remained  of  the  opening  through  which 
they  had  been  protruded. 

Noyalen  came  to  the  schoolmaster,  bearing  the 
goblet. 

It  must  be  understood  that  although  the  time  was 
night,  yet  that  a  mysterious,  beautiful  pale  light 
illumined  the  whole  interior  of  the  circle,  and  shone 
forth  reflected  on  the  faces  of  the  pixy  crowd 
without. 

Noyalen  came  towards  Mr.  Toope  holding  aloft 
the  golden  vessel.  And  now  she  spoke,  and  her  words 
were  as  music  in  his  ear. 

"  See,"  she  cried,  "  this  is  for  you  if  you  can  bring 
the  smile  back  on  the  lips  of  the  queen,  my  mother." 

He  would  have  put  forth  his  hands  and  taken  it. 
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but  she  shook  her  head  and  said,  "  Not  yet ;  she 
has  forgotten  the  hedgehog.  Her  tears  indeed  are 
dried.  She  listens  attentively,  but  she  has  not  as 
yet  smiled." 

"  Then,"  said  Jeremiah,  "  I  must  again  tell  a  tale, 
and  this  will  be  the  ninth." 

"  It  is  well,"  said  the  king  ;  "  we  are  ready  to  hear 
it." 

"  But  stay,"  said  the  princess,  "  let  him  be  rewarded 
first." 

She  put  with  her  tiny  fingers  a  berry  between  his 
lips,  and  at  once  his  second  ear  heard  clearly,  dis- 
tinctly. He  heard  her  breath  pass  between  her  coral 
lips.  He  heard  even  the  grass  grow,  and  the  hearts 
of  the  birds  beat  as  they  flew  through  the  air.  He 
heard  more  even  than  that ;  he  heard  the  granite 
rocks  as  they  disintegrated,  and  little  bits  of  mica, 
and  quartz,  and  feldspar  dropped  away,  worn  by  the 
action  of  the  wind  and  rain.  He  heard  the  clouds 
rub  one  against  another  high  aloft  as  they  came  in 
contact,  sailing  in  the  breeze  ;  and  he  heard  the  drops 
of  dew  as  they  fell  on  the  sprays  and  blades  of  grass 
about  him.  He  had  acquired  a  faculty  of  hearing 
such  as  had  never  before  been  obtained  by  mortal 
man.  And  now  also  he  could  hear  the  pulses  of  his 
hearers  quicken  as  his  tale  excited  their  interest,  or 
slacken  as  it  became  tedious  to  them. 


IX. 

GENERIDES 

IT  fell  out  that  Auferus,  King  of  India,  was  thrust 
from  his  kingdom,  and  in  this  wise  was  it : — 

Auferus  above  all  things  loved  the  chase,  and 
for  the  love  that  he  had  to  the  chase  he  neglected 
his  kingdom,  its  affairs,  and  his  duties.  There  be 
in  the  crown  of  a  king  many  jewels,  but  every 
jewel  weighs  heavier  than  lead.  Now  Auferus  cared 
not  for  the  burden  of  his  crown,  but  only  for  his 
pleasures.  Thus  it  was  that  he  was  despoiled  of 
his  estate. 

One  day  this  king  had  ridden  forth  a-hunting. 
And  he  saw  and  pursued  a  hart  that  was  yellow 
as  gold,  and  had  gilded  horns;  and  in  pursuit  of 
this  hart  he  was  separated  from  all  his  fellows,  and 
he  rode  on  and  never  attained  to  the  hart  at  the 
setting  of  the  sun. 

Then  Auferus  found  himself  in  a  strange  country, 
and  in  a  forest  that  had  no  bounds ;  and  the  way 
by  which  he  had  come  he  wist  not,  nor  the  way 
out  of  the  forest.  Presently  he  was  aware  of  a 
little  house  with  flowers  growing  about,  and  a  fair 
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maid  stood  at  the  gate,  and  as  he  came  she  opened 
to  him.  She  bade  him  welcome ;  there  were,  she 
said,  none  there  save  herself  and  a  serving- maid 
and  a  very  aged  man. 

She  invited  him  to  come  within,  and  she  made 
a  supper  for  the  king,  and  brought  forth  goodly 
wine,  and  entertained  him  marvellously  well,  and 
he  wondered  greatly  who  she  was,  and  how  she 
came  there  into  the  midst  of  that  lone  forest. 

So  he  asked  when  he  had  eaten  and  drunk. 

Then  she  replied :  "  I  will  tell  thee  all  right 
gladly.  My  name  is  Sereine,  and  I  am  daughter 
and  only  child  to  the  King  of  Syria,  that  lives  at 
Damascus.  Now  it  fell  out  that  a  ferocious  wretch, 
the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain,  all  whose  followers 
be  assassins,  had  set  his  heart  to  win  me  as  his 
bride.  Then  the  king,  my  father,  took  counsel  with 
his  wise  men  what  he  should  do,  and  they  bade 
him  send  me  away  under  the  charge  of  the  Bishop 
Nicholas,  my  tutor  and  governor,  till  the  Old  Man 
of  the  Mountain  had  found  a  wife  elsewhere ;  they 
further  bade  him  make  answer  that  his  daughter 
was  learning  algebra  with  her  tutor  and  governor, 
and  that  till  she  had  reached  equations  she  was 
not  marriageable.  So  here  be  I,  hidden  in  this 
wood  for  fear  of  the  Old  Man,  the  King  of  the 
Assassins." 

Thereupon  up  spake  Auferus  and  said,  "  Fair  and 
sweet  Princess  Sereine,  I  am  a  king,  and  this  is  my 
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kingdom,  and  right  glad  will  I  be  if  you  will  take 
me  to  your  husband,  and  I  will  have  much  to  say 
with  that  same  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  if  he  be 
wroth  that  thou  hast  chosen  me  and  rejected  his 
suit." 

And  to  this  Sereine  cheerfully  agreed. 

Then  were  the  tapers  lit,  and  Bishop  Nicholas 
put  on  his  robes  and  sang  and  prayed  and  blessed 
them,  and  made  of  the  twain  to  be  one  by  the 
grace  of  God. 

Now  Auferus  tarried  in  the  little  house  in  the 
wood  for  days  and  weeks,  even  to  a  month,  and 
thought  nothing  of  his  kingdom,  so  glad  was  he 
to  have  leisure  to  hunt,  and  so  happy  was  he  in 
the  love  and  company  of  his  fair  wife  Sereine. 

It  fell  out  that  one  morning  he  awakened  very 
early  with  hearing  a  sighing  and  a  sobbing,  and 
so  his  shirt  was  wet  as  though  it  had  been  dipped 
in  the  sea,  and  even  salter  was  it,  for  it  was  wet 
with  the  tears  that  fell  from  the  eyes  of  Sereine. 
Then  he  asked  his  wife  wherefore  she  made  such 
moan.     And  she  said  : — 

"Good  husband  and  sweet  sir,  last  night  I  saw 
the  yellow  hart  with  golden  horns  run  through 
the  chamber.  And  that  hart  was  sent  by  my  father. 
It  brought  you  to  me,  and  now  it  is  come  to  bid 
me  haste  with  all  speed  to  my  father ;  and  I  know 
that  he  needeth  me,  for  his  glove  is  under  the 
circlet    of    gold    round    the    hart's    neck,    and    that 
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was  to  be  a  token  betwixt  us.  And  now  rise  up 
also,  and  go  to  your  capital  city  and  proclaim  your 
marriage  there.  And  know  this,  that  none  shall 
ever  be  able  to  wash  your  shirt  and  wash  out  the 
tears  that  I  have  shed,  save  only  I  who  shed 
them." 

Then  Sereine  busked  her  to  depart  with  her  maid 
and  the  Bishop  Nicholas,  and  right  woe  to  part 
were  she  and  Auferus. 

Now  when  she  was  gone,  then  the  king  also 
mounted  his  horse  and  rode  away  through  the 
forest,  and  after  much  wandering  came  to  a 
charcoal-burner's  hut,  and  he  entered  to  ask  the 
way. 

It  happened  that  the  charcoal-burner  and  his  wife 
were  speaking  together,  and  the  king  heard  what 
they  said,  and  this  was  the  substance  of  their  speech  : 
That  Ameloc,  the  chief  minister  and  uncle  of 
the  king,  had  conspired  against  him,  and  as  he 
was  gone  a-hunting  and  had  been  lost,  the  people 
agreed  to  have  Ameloc  to  reign  over  them,  whether 
Auferus  were  alive  or  dead.  Further,  Ameloc  had 
set  a  price  of  a  thousand  ounces  of  gold  on  the  head 
of  Auferus,  whether  alive  or  dead. 

Now  when  the  king  heard  this,  then  was  he  sore 
abashed,  and  because  he  knew  that  the  charcoal- 
burner  was  honest  and  true,  he  declared  himself  to 
him,  and  said  that  he  would  abide  in  the  hut  whilst 
the  man  went  into  the  city  to  see  how  matters  were, 
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and  whether  the  nobles  and  the  soldiery  and  the 
people  would  receive  him  if  he  returned  amongst 
them,  or  whether  they  would  slay  him. 

Then  the  charcoal-burner  gladly  undertook  to 
find  out  all  this,  and  he  was  away  for  three 
days ;  and  when  he  returned  it  was  with  a  sad 
countenance. 

The  people,  he  declared,  had  been  so  won  by 
the  favour  of  Ameloc,  who  had  made  the  conduits 
run  wine,  and  had  scattered  comfits  on  them  from 
the  church  towers,  that  they  had  shouted,  "  Long 
live  King  Ameloc ! "  And  the  soldiers  had  been 
won  by  promises  to  be  made  all  officers  and  to 
have  their  pay  doubled ;  and  the  nobles  had  all 
been  secured,  for  they  had  been  locked  up  in  a 
castle,  and  Ameloc  had  cut  off  the  heads  of  such 
as  would  not  take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to 
him. 

Then  Auferus  saw  plainly  that  he  could  not 
return  to  his  capital  city. 

He  rewarded  the  charcoal-burner,  and  rode  away 
till  his  horse  fell  under  him,  and  then  he  went 
a-foot  till  he  came  into  the  realm  of  Persia,  and 
there  he  was  fain  to  serve  in  the  king's  palace 
for  food  and  for  hire.  And  so  trusty  did  he 
prove,  that  in  time  he  was  advanced  to  be  the 
steward. 

But  now  the  story  must  turn  about,  and  tell 
how    it    fared    with    Sereine,    the    daughter    of    the 
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King  of  Syria.  She  hasted  on  her  way,  and 
ever  before  her  ran  the  gold-coloured  hart,  and 
she  made  little  tarrying  till  she  arrived  at  Damas- 
cus. There  she  learned  that  her  father  was  ill, 
and  in  a  few  days  he  died,  and  then  was  she 
proclaimed  queen  of  the  land  of  Syria  in  his 
room. 

Now  it  came  about  that  in  time  Sereine  bore 
a  son,  and  the  Bishop  Nicholas  baptised  it ;  and 
the  name  given  to  the  child  was  Generides. 

The  queen  wondered  greatly  that  she  heard  no 
tidings  of  the  King  of  India.  She  expected  every 
day,  but  he  came  not,  neither  did  he  send.  And 
she  was  grieved  to  the  heart. 

Many  years  passed,  and  no  tidings  coming  Sereine 
grew  more  sick  at  soul,  and  wept  continuously. 
But  the  boy  Generides  grew,  and  seeing  how 
sorrowful  his  mother  was,  he  begged  leave  of 
her  that  he  might  go  into  India  and  seek  his 
father.  To  this  the  queen  agreed,  and  she  gave 
him  a  companion  named  Nathaniel,  and  to 
Nathaniel  she  gave  a  ring  as  token  from  her 
to  Auferus. 

Then  Nathaniel  and  the  young  Generides  fared 
away,  and  they  journeyed  with  little  tarrying 
till  they  came  into  the  kingdom  of  India ;  and  the 
night  before  they  arrived  in  the  chief  city  they 
lodged  in  the  hut  of  a  charcoal-burner. 

Him    they  asked    after    Auferus ;    and   the   char- 
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coal-burner  said,  "  Alas,  masters !  That  was  our 
good  king.  But  his  uncle,  Ameloc,  conspired 
against  him  and  holds  the  kingdom,  and  no  man 
knoweth  where  Auferus  is.  Here  he  lodged  a 
night  or  more,  and  then  he  went  away,  and  I 
wist  not  whither  he  went  and  where  he  be.  Nay, 
my  masters,  but  I  doubt  not  that  he  is  dead." 

When  Generides  heard  this,  then  he  knew  that 
it  was  in  vain  for  him  to  go  on  further  to  the 
chief  city  in  quest  of  his  father.  So  he  took 
counsel  with  Nathaniel,  and  they  plucked  a  feather 
out  of  Generides  his  cap  and  threw  it  in  the  air, 
and  they  watched  which  way  went  the  feather,  and 
in  that  way  they  rode,  seeking  Auferus,  And  in 
time  they  came  to  Persia,  where  they  appeared 
before  the  sultan,  and  to  him  Generides  offered  his 
services. 

The  sultan  saw  he  was  a  comely  and  stalwart 
youth,  and  he  welcomed  him  courteously,  and  said 
in  gentle  fashion,  "  I  am  content  to  have  you  in 
my  service,  but  tell  me  your  name." 

Then  Generides  said  how  he  was  called. 

Now  the  sultan  had  a  daughter  and  only  heir, 
whose  name  was  Clarionas,  and  she  saw  the  beauti- 
ful youth  and  set  her  heart  on  him,  and  he  also 
saw  and  loved  the  sweet  maid  Clarionas. 

But  as  she  could  not  come  to  speak  with  him, 
she  became  sad  and  white  and  wan,  like  to  the 
moon  as  she  wanes.      And  she  had  a  maid  called 
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Mirabell,  who  asked  her  mistress  what  ailed  her, 
and  at  last  to  Mirabell  did  Clarionas  confess  her 
love  for  Generides. 

It  was  even  the  same  with  the  young  prince. 
He  lost  all  heart  in  sport,  and  all  zest  in  work,  and 
greatly  concerned  over  him  was  Nathaniel,  and  he 
lay  heavy  on  him  to  tell  what  ailed  him. 

Then  at  the  last  Generides  opened  his  mind, 
and  told  him  that  he  must  die  unless  he  came  to 
speak  with  Clarionas. 

On  the  next  day,  as  Nathaniel  was  walking  in 
the  court  troubled  in  mind,  there  came  to  him  Mira- 
bell, and  asked  after  his  young  master.  Then  the 
faithful  Nathaniel  told  her  how  ill  he  was  in  heart ; 
and  Mirabell  came  to  understand,  and  each  spake 
fully  to  the  other,  and  so  it  was  agreed  that  Mirabell 
should  open  the  garden  gate  and  that  the  lovers 
should  be  suffered  to  meet. 

So  it  was  that  Generides  was  admitted  into  the 
garden.  Now  it  need  hardly  be  told  how  that  their 
conversation  became  pleasant  the  one  with  the  other ; 
and  before  they  parted  they  exchanged  rings  in 
token  of  their  love. 

It  so  fell  out  that  there  was  a  certain  knight, 
Malichias  by  name,  who  lusted  after  mulberries,  and 
there  grew  in  all  Persia  but  one  mulberry  tree,  and 
that  tree  grew  in  the  sultan's  garden.  And  as  he 
could  not  rest  till  he  had  eaten  mulberries,  he  climbed 
the  wall,  and  he  was  up  in  the  tree  a-gathering  of  the 
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fruit  when  beneath  the  tree  met  the  lovers  and  ex- 
changed rings. 

And  Malichias  waited  till  they  were  parted,  and 
when  none  were  in  the  garden  he  descended  from  the 
mulberry  tree,  and  went  even  as  he  was  into  the 
presence  of  the  sultan. 

Then  the  sultan  looked  at  him  and  said,  "  Why  is 
thy  mouth  so  black,  Malichias  ?  Hast  thou  eaten  of 
the  mulberries  in  my  garden  ?  " 

Thereat  the  recreant  knight  said,  "  I  indeed  did 
pick  and  eat  one  mulberry  that  had  fallen  on  the 
ground  off  thy  tree,  but  Generides,  he  will  snatch 
away  thy  very  daughter  from  the  midst  of  thy 
kingdom,  and  make  himself  king  in  thy  stead,  be- 
cause Clarionas,  she  is  thine  heir." 

When  the  sultan  heard  this  he  waxed  wroth,  and 
ordered  that  Generides  should  be  cast  into  prison, 
and  laden  with  chains,  and  be  given  bread  and  water, 
and  that  there  should  he  lie  till  he  was  dead. 

The  story  now  turns  about  and  goes  on  to  tell  how 
that  Sereine,  the  fair  queen  in  Syria,  sorrowed  more 
than  ever  because  her  son  returned  not.  She  had 
lost  both  her  husband  and  her  child,  therefore  had 
she  no  comfort,  day  nor  night. 

At  length  she  bore  it  no  more.  She  committed 
the  care  of  her  kingdom  to  a  faithful  minister,  and 
departed  out  of  her  land  in  quest  of  her  husband  and 
her  lost  son. 

Now  is  good  Queen  Sereine  on  her  journey.     She 
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took  with  her  a  knight  and  two  squires  and  seven 
servants,  and  went  to  the  kingdom  of  India,  and 
reached  the  charcoal-burner's  cottage. 

Then  she  lodged  the  night  in  his  hut,  and  he  told 
her  how  that  her  husband  and  her  son  had  been 
there,  and  he  said  how  that  King  Auferus  was 
rejected  out  of  his  kingdom,  and  that  Ameloc  reigned 
in  his  room,  and  as  for  Auferus,  he  wist  not  where  he 
was.  He  told  likewise  how  that  Generides  had  been 
there,  and  how  he  had  plucked  a  feather  from  his 
cap,  and  had  cast  it  into  the  air,  and  had  ridden  away 
whither  the  wind  had  wafted  the  feather. 

Then  the  queen  plucked  a  golden  hair  out  of  her 
head,  and  she  held  it  aloft,  and  the  light  wind  un- 
curled the  hair  and  carried  it  in  such  and  such  a 
direction,  and  ever  holding  the  hair  above  in  her 
hand,  she  went  on  in  the  direction  whither  her  golden 
hair  pointed. 

So  in  course  of  time  she  and  her  attendants  arrived 
in  the  kingdom  of  Armenia,  and  she  came  to  a  little 
house  down  by  the  river-side,  and  there  she  lodged, 
because  that  when  she  came  into  Armenia,  and  to 
the  fair  city  of  Erzeroom,  then  her  golden  hair  sank 
and  fluttered  no  longer. 

So  she  asked  questions,  but  none  could  tell  her  of 
Auferus,  for  indeed,  inadvertently  he  had  not  called 
himself  by  his  true  name,  but  said  that  he  was  hight 
Deprivatus.  She  sent  forth  the  knight  and  squires  to 
inquire  on  every  side,  but  they  brought  in  no  news ; 
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and  the  sad  queen  ever  sat  in  the  window  holding 
her  golden  hair,  and  blew  it  so  that  it  might  unfurl 
and  point  the  way  if  that  she  should  go  further. 

And  so  it  fell  out  that  one  day,  as  she  thus  sat, 
she  marked  three  laundresses  down  by  the  river- 
side— 

All  doing  their  business — 
A  shirt  to  wash.     Then  said  she  to  these  three, 
"What  do  ye  here,  fair  sisters  mine?"  quoth  she. 
Spoke  one  of  them,  "  That  were  good  to  know  ; 
It  is  a  wondrous  wish  with  little  doubt 
To  wash  a  shirt,  and  ever  still  I  trow 
For  two  long  years,  and  never  bring  about 
That  we  can  wash  the  many  spots  thereout." 

Now  when  the  queen  heard  this,  she  said,  "  Show 
me  the  shirt,  and  I  will  try  what  I  can  do  with  it." 

No  sooner  had  the  queen  kneeled  down  by  the 
waterside  and  dipped  the  shirt  than  all  the  stains  ran 
out  of  it,  and  it  was  washed  whiter  than  snow.  Then 
she  gave  the  shirt  to  the  laundresses,  and  they  took 
it  to  Auferus.  But  he,  when  he  saw  it,  cried  out,  and 
bade  them  haste  and  bring  to  him  her  who  had 
washed  the  shirt ;  and  when  he  saw  her  he  knew 
his  own  wife,  and  she  knew  him,  and  they  wept  and 
were  comforted. 

And  now  must  we  return  to  tell  of  Generides,  who 
was  in  prison. 

It  fell  out  that  whilst  he  was  there,  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Mountain,  who  had  been  waiting  to  be  married 
for  many  years,  and  been  biting  his  nails  till  he  had 
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bitten  them  down  to  the  quick,  in  his  waiting  for  a 
wife,  sent  a  deputation  to  the  Sultan  of  Persia  to  say 
that  he  had  learned  that  he  had  a  beautiful  daughter 
named  Clarionas,  and  that  unless  the  sultan  gave  him 
his  daughter  forthwith  in  marriage  he  would  send  his 
assassins  into  Persia  to  murder  all  his  nobles  and 
great  men  and  ministers,  one  by  one,  and  finally 
would  kill  him,  the  sultan,  as  well. 

Now  the  sultan  was  sore  alarmed  at  this  threat,  for 
he  knew  how  terrible  a  foe  the  Old  Man  of  the 
Mountain  was  ;  and  while  he  was  considering,  sud- 
denly Malichias  was  stabbed  as  he  stood  by  the 
throne,  and  the  assassin  fled  before  anyone  was 
prepared  to  arrest  him. 

That  was  the  warning  given  to  the  sultan. 

And  next  day  another  of  his  nobles  was  slain  in 
the  same  manner,  and  the  third  day  another  fell,  and 
the  whole  city  was  filled  with  terror,  for  none  knew 
where  the  dagger  lurked,  and  who  was  in  league  with 
the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain. 

The  tidings  of  what  was  happening  came  to 
Generides  in  prison,  and  he  sent  his  faithful  servant 
Nathaniel  to  the  sultan,  and  said  that  if  he  were 
set  free,  then  he  would  give  to  the  sultan  such 
advice  as  would  free  him  from  fear  of  the  King  of 
the  Assassins.  The  sultan,  being  in  deadly  alarm, 
consented,  and  Generides  was  brought  before  him. 

Then  said  Generides,  "Send  me  and  many  men 
to  guard  the  frontier,  and  I  will  draw  around  it  a 
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line  of  loadstones,  and  whenever  any  assassin  draws 
near,  his  deadly  weapon  will  leap  out  of  his  belt 
or  wheresoever  he  has  hidden  it,  and  will  cleave  to 
a  loadstone ;  and  whensoever  such  an  one  appears 
thus  secretly  armed,  hew  off  his  right  hand  and  put 
out  his  right  eye,  and  send  him  back  to  the  King  of 
the  Assassins." 

And  so  it  was,  that  after  that,  every  attempt  of 
the  Old  Man  was  foiled,  and  his  murderers  returned 
to  him  maimed  of  a  hand  and  blind  of  an  eye. 

Now  when  he  found  that  he  was  thus  discomfited, 
he  was  the  more  resolved  to  obtain  Clarionas  to  wife, 
for  hitherto  none  had  been  able  to  resist  his  power, 
all  had  cowered  before  him  in  fear,  because  of  his 
legion  of  secret  assassins.  And  very  well  he  knew 
that  if  he  were  frustrated  by  the  King  of  Persia,  then 
his  men  would  think  that  his  strength  or  his  wit  was 
gone,  and  would  desert  him. 

Now  when  he  thought  on  these  things,  there  came 
before  him  one  of  his  councillors,  named  Wyvell, 
who  said,  "  Trust  the  matter  to  me,  and  I  will  obtain 
the  princess  for  thee."  So  the  Old  Man  of  the 
Mountain  agreed,  and  Wyvell  set  forth. 

He  took  with  him  a  ship  and  men,  but  no  weapons 
at  all.  Therefore,  when  they  came  to  the  coast  of 
Persia,  and  gave  themselves  out  to  be  merchantmen, 
they  were  suffered  to  disembark,  and  none  feared 
them,  for  all  thought  these  men  quite  harmless. 

Now  Wyvell  came  to  the  court  of  the  sultan,  and 
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gave  out  that  he  could  eat  for  twenty-four  hours  with- 
out stopping.  The  sultan  was  exceedingly  curious 
to  see  this  feat,  and  he  summoned  Wyvell.into  his 
presence.  There  the  assassin  had  a  great  bowl  of 
peas  brought  in,  and  he  drew  forth  a  pair  of  ivory 
chopsticks,  and  he  played  with  the  chopsticks,  and 
threw  the  peas,  one  at  a  time,  into  his  mouth,  and 
so  continued  hour  after  hour,  and  never  came  to  any 
end,  so  small  was  the  mouthful  each  time ;  and  the 
sultan  looked  on  till  his  eyes  closed  and  he  could 
watch  no  longer. 

Then  was  Wyvell  dismissed  with  great  praise. 
And  next  day  the  emissary  of  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Mountain  said,  "  I  can  whistle  and  make  mul- 
berries come  down  out  of  a  tree,  one  by  one,  and 
jump  into  my  mouth." 

Then  the  sultan  was  very  eager  to  see  this  feat, 
but  Wyvell  said,  "  Sire,  I  have  heard  say  that  the 
princess,  your  daughter,  sets  great  store  on  the  mul- 
berries, and  that  it  will  trouble  her  exceedingly  if 
I  eat  them.  I  advise  that  she  be  sent  away  to  your 
summer  palace  by  the  seashore,  and  that  whilst  she 
is  away  I  show  you  my  achievement  with  the  mul- 
berries." 

The  sultan  said,  "  It  shall  be  so."  And  he  gave 
commands,  and  the  princess  was  placed  in  a  litter, 
and  was  conveyed  to  the  seashore.  Then  W>'vell 
was  conducted  into  the  garden,  and  he  sat  himself 
down   under   the   mulberry  tree   and   whistled,   and 
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immediately  down  fell  one  of  the  fruit  and  slipped 
into  his  mouth.  He  whistled,  and  again  another 
came,  and  so  for  many  hours,  to  the  great  delight 
of  the  sultan.  And  when  the  sultan  had  seen 
enough,  then  he  gave  his  portrait  as  a  present  to 
the  messenger  of  the  Old  Man,  with  his  autograph 
underneath,  and  dismissed  him.  Then  Wyvell 
mounted  his  horse  and  galloped  to  the  coast. 

In  the  meantime  his  men  had  been  on  the  watch, 
and  they  waylaid  the  convoy,  and  fell  on  them  with 
ivory  knitting-pins,  and  slew  and  dispersed  them, 
carried  off  Clarionas,  and  set  her  in  their  vessel, 
and  only  awaited  the  arrival  of  Wyvell  to  set  sail. 

It  must  now  be  told  how  that  Generides  was  out 
making  the  circuit  of  the  frontiers  of  Persia  to  see 
that  all  the  loadstones  were  in  order,  when  there 
came  to  him  his  faithful  friend  and  servant,  Nathaniel, 
in  hot  haste,  to  say  that  he  had  seen  Mirabell  running 
from  near  the  sea,  and  she  had  declared  that  her 
mistress  had  been  carried  off  by  men  armed  only 
with  ivory  weapons. 

Now  when  Generides  heard  this,  he  knew  that  he 
had  been  outwitted,  and  he  hasted  down  to  the  sea- 
shore, but  arrived  there  only  in  time  to  see  the  sails 
of  the  vessel  as  she  departed,  bearing  away  his  loved 
Clarionas  to  the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain. 

Then  he  knew  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost ;  so  he 
got  a  ship  and  a  crew,  and  he  sped  out  to  sea  in 
pursuit.     And  after  he  had  sailed  some  days,  he  saw 
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bearing  down  a  noble  vessel  filled  with  armed  men, 
and  he  saluted,  and  asked  who  were  in  the  ship  and 
whither  she  was  bound.  Then  he  heard  a  great 
cry,  and  lo !  his  own  mother  was  on  deck ;  she  was 
with  Auferus,  his  father,  and  they  were  on  their 
way  to  Syria  to  reconquer  his  realm  for  Auferus. 

Then  Generides  told  how  that  he  was  in  pursuit 
of  Clarionas,  and  that  for  his  happiness  it  was  neces- 
sary that  he  should  win  her.  So  Auferus  and  Sereine 
joined  with  him,  and  they  sailed  towards  the  territory 
of  the  Assassins. 

But  Generides  knew  that  he  must  use  subtlety. 
Therefore  he  did  not  cast  anchor  near  to  that  terri- 
tory, but  disembarked  at  some  distance,  in  the  port 
of  Ptolemais,  in  Syria;  and  he  bade  his  father  go 
on  and  meet  the  upstart  Ameloc,  whilst  he  went 
in  quest  of  Clarionas.  Then  he  took  the  juice  of  a 
herb,  and  smeared  therewith  his  face  and  hands,  and 
he  was  then  like  unto  a  leper. 

Also  he  put  on  him  old  and  ragged  garments,  and 
took  a  clapper  in  his  hand,  even  as  do  lepers.  Then 
he  went  alone  to  the  palace  of  the  Old  Man  of  the 
Mountain  in  Lebanon.  Now  it  was  so,  that  the  King 
of  the  Assassins  had  proclaimed  his  marriage  with 
Clarionas,  and  there  was  to  be  a  great  feast,  to  last 
three  days  and  three  nights. 

Clarionas  was  very  sorrowful,  and  she  wept  bitterly 
and  prayed  to  God,  and  what  she  had  with  her  she 
gave  in  alms,  and  she  asked  of  the  poor  and  the 
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suffering  to  entreat  God's  mercy  that  she  might  be 
delivered. 

And  it  so  chanced  that  one  day  there  came  a  leper, 
sounding  his  clapper  and  beseeching  alms. 

Then  Clarionas  beckoned  him  to  draw  nearer,  and 
he  came  forward,  and  she  filled  a  goblet  with  wine, 
and  bade  him  drink  and  take  with  him  the  goblet. 

And  as  he  drank  she  saw  upon  his  finger  the  ring 
she  had  given  to  Generides  ;  thereat  her  colour 
changed.  Thereupon  she  dismissed  her  maids,  for 
that  she  said  she  would  speak  alone  with  the  leper. 
And  when  they  were  together,  she  asked  him  in- 
stantly whence  got  he  the  ring. 

And  Generides  told  her  all,  and  bade  her  escape 
that  night,  and  he  would  have  horses  ready,  and  they 
would  ride  to  the  sea  and  cross  it. 

Then  hastily  he  went  away,  rattling  his  clapper, 
and  she  remained,  and  considered  what  she  should 
do.  There  was  then  in  the  garden  a  laundress,  and 
she  was  washing  the  linen  of  Clarionas  against  her 
marriage.  To  her  the  princess  confided  all,  and  the 
laundress  agreed  to  assist  her  to  escape.  So  that 
evening,  when  the  feast  had  begun,  she  arrayed 
Clarionas  in  mean  garments,  and  bade  her  take  the 
basket  with  the  linen  in  it,  and  follow  her.  So  the 
laundress  went  first,  and  the  princess  after. 

But  as  they  came  nigh  the  door  there  stood  Wyvell, 
and  he  stopped  the  laundress,  and  asked,  "Whom  hast 
thou  with  thee  ?  " 
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The  laundress  answered,  "Thou  art  an  impudent 
varlet  to  stay  my  maid.  Do  you  think  I  can  both 
wash  the  hnen  and  also  carry  the  basket  ? " 

She  thrust  forward;  then  Wy veil  put  forth  his  hand 
to  raise  the  veil  of  Clarionas ;  but  the  laundress 
stayed  him,  and  said,  "  Foul  befall  thee,  thou  recreant 
and  ungentle  knight,  to  put  forth  thy  hand  and  raise 
the  veil,  though  it  be  only  of  a  washerwoman's 
maid." 

So  Wyvell  desisted,  and  both  women  passed  out. 
Then  they  went  to  the  garden  wall,  and  there  was 
Generides  with  the  horses,  and  he  mounted  Clarionas 
behind  him,  and  Nathaniel  took  the  laundress  behind 
him,  and  they  rode  away. 

Now  Wyvell  bethought  him  that  it  was  a  strange 
thing  that  on  this  only  occasion  had  the  laundress  a 
maid  with  her ;  and  when  there  arose  a  great  cry  in 
the  palace  that  the  princess  was  lost,  then  he  made 
sure  that  she  had  been  carried  off  in  disguise  with  the 
privity  of  the  laundress. 

Therefore  he  pursued  in  hot  haste,  and  he  was  nigh 
on  those  who  fled,  but  he  was  alone  on  his  horse. 

Now  Clarionas  cried  out  that  they  were  being 
pursued.  Then  Generides  alighted  off  his  horse  and 
drew  his  sword,  and  knelt,  and  Wyvell  galloping  on, 
and  regarding  nothing,  ran  his  horse  upon  the  sword 
of  Generides,  and  the  horse  was  pierced  to  the  heart, 
and  reeled  and  fell,  and  threw  Wyvell.  Thereat 
Generides  leaped  up  and  smote  off  his  head. 
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Now  when  he  and  Clarionas  came  to  the  waterside, 
there  he  washed  his  face,  and  his  skin  was  fresh  and 
white  again.  Also  great  was  his  joy,  for  no  sooner 
was  it  known  that  Auferus  was  landed  than  all  the 
people  of  Syria  rose  against  Ameloc,  who  had  proved 
a  very  tyrant,  and  slew  him.  And  they  welcomed 
their  rightful  king  with  acclamations.  And  after  that 
did  all  go  to  the  chief  city,  and  there  was  exceed- 
ing joy,  and  Generides  was  married  to  his  beloved 
Clarionas. 

Thenceforth  Auferus  ruled  wisely  and  well.  He 
had  learned  by  bitter  experience  that  there  were 
duties  to  be  performed  by  a  man,  and  that  he  must 
not  neglect  his  duties  to  follow  after  pleasure. 

The  king  shook  his  head.  "  There  is  a  moral  to 
this  story,"  said  he,  "  therefore  I  do  not  like  it." 

But  the  gentle  and  sweet  Noyalen  stole  on  tip-toe 
to  Jeremiah  and  whispered,  "  Therefore  I  do  like  it." 

And  he  thought  that  was  the  best  return  he  could 
have  had  for  his  story.  But  he  was  to  receive  some- 
thing more. 

Noyalen  took  the  gold  cup  and  shook  over  it  the 
tufts  of  flowered  gorse,  now  heavy  with  dew,  and  they 
dropped  their  moisture  into  it.  Then  she  dipped  her 
finger-tips  in  the  chalice  and  flipped  a  few  clear  drops 
in  his  face. 

At  once  he  felt  a  change  there,  but  what  it  was  he 
could  not  tell.     He  passed  his  hand  over  his  features, 
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and  found  that  something  there  was  other  from  what 
had  been  before,  but  what  that  was  he  knew  not. 

Then  Noyalen  brought  the  golden  cup  to  him  and 
bade  him  look  therein,  and,  lo  !  the  crystal  dew  there 
collected  served  as  a  mirror,  and  he  saw  himself 
reflected  as  in  a  glass,  and  his  face  had  become 
youthful  as  of  old. 

Full  of  gladness  of  heart,  and  with  a  more  confi- 
dent look  at  the  princess,  he  began  the  tenth  story. 


X. 

SIR   CLEGES 

THE  course  of  life  is  as  the  turning  of  a  wheel, 
or  as  a  see-saw.  Now  you  are  up  and  to- 
morrow are  down,  and  he  that  is  bottom-most  will 
shortly  soar  high  aloft,  and  let  him  be  shrewd  when 
aloft  to  keep  his  head  and  not  fall. 

In  the  days  of  Pendragon,  father  of  King  Arthur, 
there  was  at  his  court  a  right  honourable  and  gallant 
knight,  whose  name  was  Cleges.  He  was  tall,  well 
built,  and  of  fair  hair  and  very  bright  blue  eyes. 

Now  Cleges  did  his  duty  by  the  king,  and  then, 
instead  of  remaining  at  the  court  doing  nothing 
but  dancing  and  perfuming  himself,  and  saying 
pretty  or  smart  things,  he  returned  to  his  home, 
for  he  was  happier  there  than  anywhere  else  in  the 
world.  He  loved  his  people  on  his  land,  and  he 
loved  his  land,  but  above  all  he  loved  his  wife. 
She  was  a  good  and  gentle  woman,  and  gracious 
to  everyone,  rich  or  poor.  Dearly  Cleges  and  his 
wife  loved  each  other.  He  was  generous  to  all, 
and  so  was  she ;  and  they  were  both  entirely  content 
to  live  far   from  the  envy  and  revelry  of   a    court 
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among  their  own  people,  and  find  happiness  in  each 
other,  and  in  the  sports  of  the  field,  and  in  the 
cultivation  of  a  garden  of  herbs  and  sweet  flowers. 
There  lacked  in  Cleges  but  one  thing,  and  that 
was  a  sound  judgment,  to  know  when  to  stay  his 
hand.  He  was  ready  to  give  to  all  who  asked, 
and  his  wife  never  ventured  to  say  to  him — Be  less 
liberal,  for  thou  art  becoming  prodigal. 

Moreover,  they  kept  open  house,  and  whosoever 
passed  that  way  received  there  good  entertainment. 
Every  year  at  Christmas  they  made  a  great  feast  in 
honour  of  the  festival  of  Christ's  birth  of  a  pure 
maiden. 

"  As  royal  in  everything, 
As  if  that  he  had  been  a  king, 

To  none  would  he  say  Nay. 
Minstrels  were  not  behind, 
For  there  they  mirth  did  find, 

There  gladly  would  tarry  they. 

"  And  when  the  feast  was  done, 
Without  good  gifts  went  away  none. 

Beside  their  ale  and  food. 
Horses,  and  robes,  and  costly  rings, 
Gold,  silver  too,  and  other  things, 

That  suited  to  their  mood." 

Now  it  may  well  be  supposed  that  a  man  of  so 
free  a  hand  and  large  a  heart  would  in  time  come 
to  penury.  No  fortune  would  endure  such  extreme 
generosity  —  we  may  say  prodigality.  And  so  it 
was  that  the  estate  of  the  good  knight  Cleges  was 
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lessened ;  moreover  losses  came  on  him  for  which 
he  was  not  accountable.  But  this  he  ought  to 
have  weighed,  that  evil  days  come  on  most  men, 
and  that  a  lesson  may  and  ought  to  be  taken  from 
the  ant  that  lays  by  against  the  winter. 

When  Sir  Cleges  was  no  longer  able  to  entertain 
as  afore,  then  his  friends  drew  away  from  him. 
No  more  did  the  minstrels  come  to  his  castle  and 
harp  on  their  harps  and  sing  merry  ballads. 

So  he  and  his  wife  and  children  lived  in  great 
straits,  and  with  hardly  an  attendant  in  the  castle, 
which  itself  fell  into  ruin  ;  and  the  grass  grew  in 
the  courts,  and  the  wild  wallflowers  started  out 
of  the  joints  between  the  stones.  One  day  the 
good  knight  saw  a  pretty  pink  blossom  crowning 
the  decaying  walls,  and  he  laughed  and  said  to  his 
wife,  "  See,  that  is  Thrift.  It  comes  on  our  ruin  ; 
would  that  we  had  it  in  our  hearts  in  the  days  of 
prosperity." 

The  slates  of  the  roof  were  carried  away  by 
gales,  and  let  through  the  rain. 

Now  it  befell  on  Christmas  Even  that  the  king 
summoned  to  a  great  entertainment  at  Cardiff, 
where  he  then  abode.  And  he  went  forth  hunt- 
ing, and  his  hawk  was  on  his  wrist.  Then  he 
unhooded  it  and  sent  up  the  falcon  on  high  — 
and  the  bird  flew  away  and  he  saw  it  no  more. 
Thereat  King  Uthyr  was  sore  aggrieved,  because 
that    was    his    best    hawk,   and    he   loved   the   bird 
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greatly ;  and  he  issued  a  proclamation  that  who- 
soever found  the  hawk  should  bring  it  to  him  at 
Cardiff,  and  he  should  be  largely  rewarded. 

Now  it  came  to  pass  that  same  day,  that 
Cleges,  looking  forth  from  a  broken  window,  saw 
minstrels  and  knights  wending  their  way  to  Cardiff 
with  much  mirth,  and  all  gaily  accoutred.  And 
not  one  turned  in  at  his  gate  and  saluted  him. 
Moreover,  he  knew  that  he  had  no  palfrey  and  no 
knightly  accoutrements  befitting  his  rank,  so  that  he 
could  not  go  to  Cardiff. 

And  as  he  walked  upon  the  ground, 
Sore  sighing,  then  he  heard  a  sound 

Of  pleasant  minstrelsy. 
Trumpets,  and  pipes,  and  twitt'ring  flutes, 
Of  chiming  harps,  and  pleasant  lutes, 

And  of  the  psaltery. 

On  eveiy  side  he  heard  men  sing. 
And  silver  bells  on  bridles  ring, 

As  on  their  way  they  went. 
Sir  Cleges  wrung  his  hands  to  think 
That  he  should  stand  on  ruin's  brink, 

These  all  on  pleasure  bent. 

And  as  he  stood  in  mourning  so, 
His  good  wife  unto  him  did  go 

With  smiles,  as  she  were  glad. 
She  kissed  him,  and  said,  "  My  dear 
Sweet  lord,  I  pray  be  of  good  cheer, 

And  be  not  all  so  sad." 

She   bade  him  come  within  and  eat  what   meat 
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they  had    in  the  house,  and   make  merry  with  the 

children,   who,   with   their   pretty   ways,   were   good 

sport. 

With  their  children  play  they  did, 
And  after  supper  went  to  bed 

When  it  was  time  of  night ; 
And  on  the  morrow  went  to  church — 
God's  service  not  left  in  the  lurch^ 

As  it  was  reason  and  right. 

Now  when  divine  service  was  done,  then  Sir 
Cleges  walked  in  his  garden,  and  sad  thoughts  came 
over  him  once  more. 

As  he  walked,  he  passed  under  a  cherry  tree,  and 
to  his  great  marvel,  not  only  were  there  green  leaves 
on  the  cherry  tree,  but  ripe  fruit  as  well — just  as  in 
June ;  yet  was  the  time  winter,  and  the  day  the 
Feast  of  Christmas. 

As  he  stood  full  of  wonder,  looking  into  the 
cherry  tree,  he  heard  a  bird  flutter,  and  he  saw  that 
in  the  tree  sat  a  falcon — a  finer  bird  he  never  had 
seen.     And  the  bird  was  plucking  at  the  cherries. 

Then  Sir  Cleges  took  his  glove,  and  softly  ap- 
proached, and  drew  his  glove  over  the  head  of  the 
bird,  or  ever  it  was  aware,  and  so  caught  it. 

Now  when  he  had  done  this,  then  he  brake  a 
branch  of  the  cherry  tree  on  which  were  green 
leaves  and  a  bunch  of  seven  ripe  cherries  all  to- 
gether, and  he  seated  the  falcon  on  the  branch  and 
conveyed  it  within. 
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So  when  his  wife  saw  this,  then  was  she  glad, 
and  she  said  : — 

"  To-morrow,  when  the  day  doth  spring, 
You  shall  to  Cardiff  to  the  king, 

And  give  him  this,"  she  said. 
"  Then  such  a  gift  you  may  have  there 
That  we  shall  better  fare  this  year 

Than  in  the  past  that's  sped." 

To  this  Cleges  agreed. 

On  the  morrow  early  he  started,  and  had  his  eldest 
son  with  him.  They  went  together  towards  Cardiff, 
and  the  knight  held  the  branch  of  fruited  cherries 
whereon  sat  the  beautiful  bird.  He  had  no  horse, 
and  was  fain  to  walk  and  assist  his  steps  with  a 
staff 

When  Cleges  and  his  boy  reached  the  palace  of 
the  king,  then  the  knight  walked  up  the  steps  to  the 
grand  hall,  as  he  was  wont  to  do  in  former  days,  and 
to  enter  by  the  great  doorway. 

But  now  he  was  in  poor,  homespun  array,  and  the 
porter  repelled  him,  and  said,  "  You  churl,  get  you 
gone  at  once !     This  is  no  place  for  you." 

Then  the  good  knight  said,  "  I  pray  you,  let  me 
in,  for  I  am  taking  to  the  king  a  present  of  ripe, 
red  cherries  in  mid-winter,  and  of  a  falcon,  the  which 
I  think  he  must  have  lost,  for  there  is  a  gold  circlet 
round  the  neck,  on  which  is  graven  a  dragon  dis- 
played. If  this  be  a  bird  of  his,  he  will  give  me  a 
great  reward  for  having  recovered  it." 
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The  porter  now  looked  at  the  branch  with  the 
ripe  cherries.  They  made  his  mouth  water.  And 
he  took  two  of  the  seven,  and  ate  them  himself. 
As  to  the  falcon,  he  knew  that  it  belonged  to  the 
king ;  so  he  said  to  Sir  Cleges,  "  Very  well,  I  will 
let  you  pass,  but  only  on  one  condition — that  you 
give  me  one  third  of  the  reward  which  the  king 
grants  you.  Consent  to  this,  or  you  do  not  pass 
at  all." 

Sir  Cleges  said,  "  I  assent." 

He  let  him  through.     In  he  went 

Without  more  delay. 
In  he  went  at  a  great  pace, 
The  usher  within  the  door  was. 

And  him  with  staff  did  stay. 

The  usher  threatened  to  strike  the  knight  for 
entering  without  his  leave,  and  he  said,  "Go  back, 
churl,  or  I  will  thrash  you  black  and  blue,  and  send 
you  away  crying." 

"  Good  sir,"  said  Sir  Cleges,  "  I  pray,  be  not  so 
fierce  with  me.  I  have  brought  a  present  of  ripe 
cherries  to  the  king,  and  I  have  found  a  bird  that 
I  believe  is  his,  and  which  I  would  restore  to  him. 
For  this  he  will  give  me  a  reward." 

Now  when  the  usher  saw  the  ripe  cherries,  he 
lusted  after  them,  and  took  two  himself.  Then  he 
said,  "Fellow,  I  will  suffer  you  to  pass,  but  on  one 
condition  only — that  you  give  me  one  third  of  the 
reward  granted  you  by  the  king." 
O 
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Then  said  Sir  Cleges,  "  I  agree,"  and  so  passed  on 
into  the  hall. 

The  steward  walked  there  withal 
Among  the  lords  within  the  hall, 

Robed  in  rich  weed. 
"  Churl,"  he  said,  "  thou  art  too  bold  ! 
Withdraw  thee  in  thy  clothes  old 

Smartly,  I  thee  rede  (advise)." 

Then  answered  the  knight,  "  Good  sir,  I  have  here 
a  present  for  your  master  and  mine,  even  red  cherries 
at  Christmas,  and  what  is  more,  a  rare  falcon." 

Then  the  steward  plucked  two  of  the  cherries, 
and  put  them  into  his  mouth ;  and  he  knew  the 
bird  to  be  that  of  the  king,  which  had  been  lost 
for  some  while,  so  he  spoke  less  roughly,  and  said, 
"  Fellow,  you  may  go  on  and  offer  the  present,  but 
only  on  condition  that  I  receive  one  third  of  what 
the  king  orders  shall  be  given  you  in  reward." 

Sir  Cleges  bethought  him  then, 

"  My  part  is  small  between  these  men, 

I  shall  in  sooth  have  naught ; 
For  my  labour  shall  I  not  get 
More  than  a  mouthful  of  good  meat " ; 

Thus,  sighing  sore,  he  thought. 

But  as  he  could  get  no  further  without  he  assented, 
he  agreed  it  should  be  as  the  steward  had  required, 
so  was  allowed  to  go  forward. 

He  now  walked  up  to  the  king's  high  table,  and 
he  presented  him  with  the  cherry-bough,  on  which 
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was  now  one  single  cherry  ;  for  the  porter,  the  usher, 
and  the  steward  had  eaten  the  rest. 

But  the  king  was  rejoiced,  and  he  took  the  twig 
with  the  one  ripe  fruit  on  it,  and  said,  "  I  will  not 
eat  it  myself,  but  I  will  send  it  to  the  fair  lady  out 
of  Cornwall,  my  wife,  and  it  will  give  her  great 
pleasure." 

Right  glad  was  he  to  receive  the  falcon,  which  had 
been  lost  for  many  days,  and  he  said  to  Sir  Cleges, 
"  Good  man,  ask  a  reward,  and  it  shall  be  given  you, 
if  so  be  that  there  be  naught  immoderate  therein." 

Then  Cleges  said  : — 

"  Grammercy,  liege  king, 
This  is  to  me  right  comforting, 

I  tell  you  in  verity. 
But  to  have  houses  and  land, 
Or  golden  pieces  in  hand. 

That  is  too  much  for  me. 

But  in  that  I  may  choose. 
Give  me  twelve  lusty  blows 

To  deal  as  it  liketh  me. 
With  my  staff  to  pay  them  all. 
Whom  I  will  in  this  hall. 

Grant  it  in  charity." 

King  Uthyr  Pendragon  was  much  surprised.  He 
laughed  and  said,  "  I  repent  me  of  my  grant.  Take 
instead  houses  and  land  and  a  gold  fee  in  hand." 

But  Sir  Cleges  held  to  what  he  had  demanded,  and 
as  the  king  had  passed  his  word,  he  could  not  with- 
draw it. 
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Sir  Cleges  went  into  the  hall, 
Among  the  lords  great  and  small, 

Without  any  words  more. 
He  sought  after  the  proud  steward, 
For  to  give  to  him  his  reward, 

Because  he  had  grieved  him  sore. 

He  gave  the  steward  such  a  stroke 
That  he  fell  down  like  a  block, 

All  the  company  before. 
And  after,  he  gave  him  other  three, 
Who  cried,  "  Sir,  of  your  courtesy. 

Smite  me  no  more ! " 

He  went  to  the  usher  in  haste, 
Saying,  "  You  also  strokes  shall  taste. 
As  is  both  fit  and  meet." 

He  caught  the  usher  by  his  neck,  and  he  dealt  him 
such  heavy  blows  that  he  could  not  fulfil  his  duties 
for  two  days  after  that. 

"  There,"  said  Cleges,  "  now  you  have  a  third  part 
of  my  recompense.  I  have  already  paid  the  steward 
his  third  part." 

Next  he  went  to  the  porter,  and  he  belaboured  him 
as  well,  and  said,  "  Now  you  also  have  received  your 
third  of  the  reward.  I  hope  you  are  content  there- 
with." 

It  was  so  that  the  king  was  in  his  parlour,  and  a 
harper  was  before  him  singing  a  ballad.  But  the 
king  did  not  hearken.  He  was  thinking  of  the  old 
man  who  had  brought  him  the  cherry  branch,  and 
had  returned  to  him  his  falcon. 
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There  was  something  familiar  to  him  in  his 
features,  and  he  felt  confident  that  he  had  seen 
him  before. 

Then  all  at  once  King  Uthyr  stayed  the  minstrel, 
and  said  to  him,  "  Thou  hast  travelled  far  and  wide  ; 
tell  me,  hast  thou  ever  seen  a  knight  of  the  name  of 
Cleges?  He  was  wont  at  one  time  to  come  to  my 
court,  but  I  have  not  seen  him  for  many  years.  There 
was  somewhat  in  the  face  of  that  old  clown  who 
brought  me  the  bird  and  the  cherry  bough  that 
recalled  Sir  Cleges  to  me." 

The  harper  replied  that  he  knew  Sir  Cleges  at  one 
time  full  well,  but  that  his  estate  had  fallen  to 
decay,  and  the  knight  himself  was  reduced  to  great 
poverty. 

"  Then  by  my  head  !  "  exclaimed  the  king,  "  I  trow 
that  poor  man  was  he." 

Thereupon  he  sent  for  him,  and  Sir  Cleges  came  in 
and  kneeled  on  one  knee  to  the  king,  and  told  his 
name. 

Then  the  king  was  glad,  and  welcomed  him,  and 
he  said  that  he  fain  would  know  why  he  had  made 
the  singular  request  for  the  twelve  blows. 

Sir  Cleges  answered  and  told  him  all :  how  the 
three  men  had  each  taken  two  cherries,  and  had  left 
but  one  for  the  king ;  and  how  they  would  not  let 
him  pass  till  he  had  covenanted  to  give  to  each,  one 
third  of  the  reward  granted  by  the  king. 

The  lords  all  laughed,  as  did  also  the  king ;  and  he 
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said,  "  This  is  a  noble  knight  indeed.  And  as  to  my 
servants,  the  steward,  the  usher,  and  the  porter,  they 
have  been  well  served,  and  1  would  that  others  who 
come  to  me  would  deal  with  them  in  like  manner." 

Then  the  king  gave  him  lands  and  servants,  and 
made  him  governor  of  the  castle  of  Cardiff. 

Now  before  that  Sir  Cleges  left  his  ruinous  home, 
he  went  up  on  one  of  the  crumbling  walls  and  plucked 
thence  a  bunch  of  the  pink  flower  that  is  called  thrift, 
and  he  took  it  away  with  him  to  Cardiff,  and  he  said 
to  his  dear  wife,  "  Let  a  posy  of  thrift  be  ever  in  my 
chamber  before  mine  eyes,  that  I  may  remember  to 
what  sorrow  and  poverty  I  came  in  my  past  life 
through  want  of  thrift.  And  when  I  am  dead,  then 
give  some  of  these  pink  flowers  to  my  sons,  and  tell 
them  that  the  best  heritage  they  can  have,  better  than 
houses  and  lands  and  gold,  is  THRIFT." 

The  queen's  lips  moved  ;  she  was  about  to  smile, 
when  she  observed  a  frown  on  the  brow  of  her  royal 
consort. 

"  This  will  not  do,"  said  he.  "  Again  have  you 
transgressed.  There  is  distinctly  a  moral  to  this  tale, 
and  morals  are  what  I  particularly  detest.  No, 
Noyalen,  he  shall  receive  nothing  for  this.  I  shall 
insist  on  his  telling  us  a  more  amusing  story,  or  the 
crock  of  gold  will  most  assuredly  not  be  his." 

Thereupon  Mr.  Toope  began  the  eleventh  tale. 


XI. 

HEART  OF    ICE 

THERE  were  once  upon  a  time  a  king  and  a 
queen  who  gave  away  everything  that  they 
had,  because  they  were  the  kindest  and  most 
considerate  people  in  the  world,  and  could  not  see 
anyone  want. 

King  Bamboo,  a  neighbour,  knowing  that  they 
had  exhausted  their  treasures,  entered  the  country 
with  a  large  army,  and  made  himself  master  of  it 

The  poor  king,  having  nothing  left  either  for  his 
defence  or  his  sustenance,  was  obliged  to  disguise 
himself,  and  to  make  off  on  foot  with  the  queen, 
his  wife,  who  with  some  difficulty  carried  in  her 
arms  the  little  Conall,  their  only  son,  three  years 
old,  and  very  pretty.  By  this  means  they  had  the 
good  fortune  to  escape  the  pursuit  of  King  Bamboo, 
who  would  otherwise  have  put  them  to  death. 

In  this  manner  they  traversed  wild  moors  and 
barren  rocks,  till  after  incredible  fatigue  they  de- 
scended into  a  beautiful  valley,  through  which  ran  a 
brawling  stream  that  watered  green  meadows.  Now 
the  king  had  always  been  fond  of  fishing,  and  he 
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was  wont  to  carry  his  flies  and  gut  wound  round 
his  hat.  By  good  fortune  he  had  fled  wearing  his 
fishing  hat,  and  he  now  found  that  he  had  the 
means  of  catching  a  dish  of  trout  for  supper.  He 
made  his  hne  fast  to  a  distaff  which  the  queen 
had  luckily  preserved,  and  in  a  few  minutes  he 
had  caught  a  number  of  fish,  of  which  he  made  a 
good  repast,  for  the  poor  folk  had  eaten  nothing 
on  the  moors  except  berries  and  such  roots  as  they 
were  able  to  chew. 

Charmed  with  the  pleasantness  of  the  place,  they 
resolved  to  remain  there.  The  king  fashioned  a 
hut  of  stones  and  turf,  and  thatched  it  with  bracken. 
He  gathered  abundance  of  heather,  and  therewith 
made  a  good  bed.  Thus  this  little  habitation  seemed 
to  them  not  without  agreeableness.  We  judge  all 
things  by  comparison.  But  something  was  still 
wanting,  and  that  was  a  flock  of  sheep,  which  the 
queen  thought  she  could  manage  very  well  with 
the  little  prince,  whilst  the  king  was  engaged  in 
fishing. 

Indeed  his  Majesty  continued  to  catch  a  great 
plenty  of  fish,  and  saw  that  they  were  of  ex- 
quisite beauty,  and  their  scales  of  iridescent 
colours.  This  was  not  all,  for  upon  further  exami- 
nation he  found  that  they  were  easily  tamed  and 
were  eminently  tractable,  so  much  so  that  he  easily 
taught  them  to  whistle  like  a  bullfinch  and  even 
talk  like  a  parrot. 
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This  discovery  made  him  resolve  to  go  and  sell 
them  in  a  city  not  far  distant  from  his  retreat. 
And  this  was  the  more  necessary  as  the  queen 
was  deficient  in  groceries,  and  could  not  possibly 
make  milk  punch,  of  which  his  majesty  was  fond, 
without  lemons,  and  lemons  cost  money.  And 
money  the  royal  couple  were  without. 

The  king  accordingly  went  to  the  town,  and  seeing 
no  fish  in  the  market  of  that  sort  which  he  had 
caught,  he  exposed  his  for  sale,  at  the  same  time 
telling  the  people  what  properties  his  fish  possessed, 
and  assuring  them  that  they  were  very  young, 
tractable,  and  capable  of  vast  improvement.  So 
singular  a  thing  would  have  answered  in  any 
country,  but  in  a  city  where  luxury  prevailed,  he 
could  not  fail  making  his  account  of  them,  for 
everybody  was  eager  to  buy ;  they  paid  him  the 
price  he  demanded,  and  insisted  on  his  bringing 
more.  In  a  little  while  these  fishes  became  so 
fashionable  that  no  people  who  made  any  pretence 
to  be,  as  they  termed  it,  "in  the  swim,"  that  is,  in 
Society,  could  be  without  them.  They  put  the  fish 
in  crystal  globes,  which  they  hung  up  as  we  do 
cages,  in  their  apartments,  where  their  rainbow, 
shifting  colours  were  most  conspicuous,  and  such 
fish  as  had  a  predominant  colour  or  tint  were  suited 
to  the  furniture  of  the  room.  With  the  money  the 
king  got  for  his  fish  he  bought  a  flock  of  sheep 
and  some  lemons,  so  that  his  queen  might  occupy 
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her  leisure  in  pasturing  the  former,  and  labour  at 
graver  periods  in  brewing  him  punch. 

He  soon  came  to  consider  his  lot  in  the  valley, 
occupied  by  day  in  fishing,  and  by  night  sipping 
punch,  as  ideally  happy,  and  he  ceased  to  regret 
the  loss  of  his  kingdom. 

Years  passed,  and  the  peaceful  and  calm  pleasures 
enjoyed  by  the  queen  and  her  royal  consort  did 
not  pall  on  them  ;  and  as  the  demand  for  fish  of 
the  sort  his  majesty  caught  did  not  slacken — for 
they  became  matter  of  export  to  foreign  lands — 
he  was  daily  occupied  in  a  healthy  and  harmless 
pursuit. 

Meanwhile  Prince  Conall  grew  to  man's  estate, 
and  as  the  demand  for  fish  increased  the  king  was 
wont  to  send  his  son  to  market  with  them,  whilst 
he  laboured  with  the  line  and  angle. 

One  day,  when  Prince  Conall  was  in  the  market 
place,  he  heard  a  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  saw  an 
embassy  arrive.  The  ambassadors  mounted  a 
platform  and  announced  that  the  Princess  Sable 
of  Oowanghoo  having  lost  her  heart,  which  was 
congealed  in  the  Mountain  of  Eternal  Snows,  her 
royal  father  proclaimed  that  her  hand  and  succession 
to  the  kingdom  of  Oowanghoo  would  be  assured  to 
the  man  who  would  bring  her  heart  to  her.  At 
the  same  time  a  picture  of  the  princess  was  hoisted 
up,  and  the  chief  ambassador  with  a  stick  pointed 
out  her  chief  points  of  beauty. 
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Prince  Conall  no  sooner  saw  this  beautiful  picture 
than  he  fell  in  love  with  Princess  Sable,  and  felt  that 
no  toils  could  be  too  great,  no  dangers  excessive,  if 
only  he  might  win  her  as  his  bride. 

He  returned  home  to  the  Peaceful  Vale,  and  in- 
formed his  parents  of  his  intention  to  go  in  quest  of 
the  heart  of  the  Princess  Sable. 

Both  were  greatly  affected,  and  lamented  his  inten- 
tion, but  saw  that  it  would  be  in  vain  to  dissuade 
him.  Accordingly  the  king  gave  him  a  purse  of  coin, 
which  he  had  saved  from  the  sale  of  the  rainbow  fish, 
and  his  mother  furnished  him  with  a  change  of  socks 
she  had  knitted  out  of  the  wool  of  her  flock  of 
sheep,  in  the  event  of  his  getting  his  feet  wet  in  the 
course  of  his  adventures  in  the  quest  of  the  heart  of 
the  Princess  Sable. 

With  many  tears  they  parted,  and  Prince  Conall 
started.  He  went  to  the  nearest  seaport  town,  where 
he  found  a  ship  bound  for  that  part  of  the  world  to- 
wards which  he  intended  to  make  his  way,  and 
finding  that  he  had  enough  money  to  pay  for  his 
passage,  he  embarked  and  sailed. 

After  some  days  at  sea  a  violent  storm  arose ;  he 
suffered  shipwreck,  and  was  the  only  person  saved, 
and  was  cast  on  a  desert  island.  Happily  he  had 
preserved  his  socks,  and  on  being  thrown  by  the 
waves  upon  the  shore,  he  had  the  prudence  at  once 
to  sit  down  and  change ;  consequently  no  injurious 
after  effects  followed  on  the  shipwreck. 
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On  the  desert  island  he  lived  by  the  chase,  and  on 
such  shell-fish  and  birds'  eggs  as  he  could  collect. 

One  day,  as  he  took  a  melancholy  walk  by  the  sea- 
side, he  perceived  a  vessel  making  for  the  shore.  He 
made  signals  to  the  sailors  to  implore  their  assistance, 
but  the  nearer  it  approached  the  more  extraordinary 
it  seemed,  for  he  could  not  discern  a  living  soul  on 
board.  The  ship  came  directly  on  shore,  and  by 
accident  struck  on  a  sandbank,  where  she  lay  as 
happily  as  could  be  desired. 

Now  Conall  examined  her  closely,  and  saw  that 
the  masts  were  green  trees,  full  of  leaves.  Surprised 
at  the  sight,  he  went  on  board,  where  he  found  the 
deck  grass-grown.  There  were  men  on  board,  alive, 
but  in  a  most  miserable  condition,  for  they  were 
covered  with  moss,  and  even  ferns  grew  out  of  the 
chinks  of  their  bodies. 

Struck  with  compassion,  Conall  removed  them  one 
by  one  to  the  shore,  where  he  scraped  them  and  got 
all  the  moss  off  them,  and  healthy  flesh  appeared 
beneath  this  coat ;  he  also  uprooted  the  ferns  that 
grew  out  of  the  ears,  nostrils,  corners  of  the  mouth, 
and  between  the  fingers  and  toes,  of  these  unhappy 
people.  In  short,  he  took  such  pains  with  them  that 
in  a  few  days  they  found  themselves  in  a  condition  to 
move  and  work  as  before.  ' 

He  ascertained  from  the  sailors  that  they  had  been 
becalmed  off  an  island  in  the  south,  that  was  covered 
with  woods  and  rank  with  vegetation.     The  wind 
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when  it  arose  was  but  a  light  breath  from  off  shore, 
and  it  carried  the  pollen  of  the  plants,  and  with  that 
covered  the  deck  and  clothed  the  masts ;  also  as  an 
impalpable  powder  it  adhered  to  their  bodies.  Not 
being  able  to  get  water  to  wash  this  away,  it  had 
germinated,  and  thus  it  was  that  the  ship  had  become 
as  a  bower,  and  they  themselves  had  become  moss- 
grown.  They  became  quite  stupid  under  the  effect, 
and  so  stiff  and  unwieldy,  that  they  could  not  move 
about. 

Conall  collected  into  a  box  a  good  deal  of  the 
powder  that  still  lay  about  in  the  ship,  thinking  it 
might  serve  him  some  purpose  at  a  future  time. 

As  to  the  vessel,  it  was  absolutely  useless,  as  the 
masts  had  rooted  themselves,  and  the  fibres  had 
completely  filled  the  cabin  and  the  hold,  thick  as 
matting.  They  had,  however,  produced  a  fruit,  some- 
thing like  very  large  acorns.  He  plucked  one  of 
these  and  took  it  ashore,  and  put  it  in  the  ground. 
Next  day  he  was  surprised  to  see  that  during  the 
night  it  had  begun  to  germinate,  and  had  produced 
a  tiny  little  ship.  This  grew  daily,  till  it  was  of 
sufficient  size  to  put  to  sea  in,  when  Conall  and  the 
sailors  who  were  on  shore  became  impatient  to  be 
off,  and  they  launched  the  vessel  and  found  her  to  be 
entirely  seaworthy. 

They  now  put  to  sea,  and  steered  east  by  north- 
east. After  a  voyage  of  about  a  week  they  drew 
near  to  land. 
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When  they  approached  they  discovered  several 
large  spaniels  on  the  coast,  who  seemed  to  be  on 
the  watch,  and  several  others  formed  into  troops  at 
a  distance.  Those  of  the  advanced  guard  came 
boldly  to  reconnoitre  the  vessel,  and  seeing  that 
Conall  made  no  sign  of  hostility,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, saluted  them  with  "  Good  morrow  to  you, 
doggies ! "  they  began  to  express  content  by  a 
general  barking  and  by  wagging  their  tails.  In 
the  most  courteous  manner  they  offered  him  their 
paws  on  his  landing,  and  seemed  to  invite  him  to 
follow  them,  and  abandon  himself  to  their  conduct. 

They  easily  made  him  understand  that  they  were 
indisposed  to  repose  the  same  confidence  in  his  sailors. 
Curiosity  determined  Conall  to  follow  them  ;  he  there- 
fore ordered  his  people  to  wait  for  him  a  fortnight, 
after  which  time,  if  he  did  not  reappear,  they  were 
to  continue  their  voyage. 

Then  he  abandoned  himself  to  the  guidance  of 
the  good  animals,  and  about  half  a  mile  from  the 
coast  he  discovered  a  large  village.  Before  he 
arrived  he  was  met  by  several  carriages,  drawn  by 
other  animals,  but  driven  by  dogs.  He  was  much 
surprised  at  the  culture  of  the  land,  and  to  see  every- 
where tokens  of  industry  and  ease,  and  that  without 
perceiving  any  other  inhabitants  except  dogs.  They 
gave  him  refreshments  in  the  village  whilst  they  put 
a  pair  of  horses  to  a  chaise,  which  was  driven  by  a 
large  spaniel. 
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Conall  travelled  in  this  manner  some  twelve  miles, 
till  he  reached  a  large  city.  He  could  not  doubt  but 
that  it  was  the  metropolis,  for  all  the  inhabitants  were 
at  the  gates,  or  on  the  walls,  or  lining  the  streets.  It 
was  evident  that  he  was  expected,  and  that  this  was 
the  object  of  his  destination. 

Conall  was  infinitely  pleased  with  the  acclamations 
and  caresses  of  the  dogs,  and  the  tokens  of  welcome 
and  of  pleasure  that  they  manifested  at  his  arrival. 

He  arrived  at  a  palace,  and  was  led  to  a  great  court 
through  which  he  passed  among  a  great  many  dogs 
all  shorn,  and  each  had  whiskers,  and  most  of  them 
pipes  in  their  mouths,  much  like  performing  dogs  in 
circuses.  He  passed  through  them  into  the  palace, 
where  he  was  received  by  the  king,  seated  on  a 
Persian  carpet,  surrounded  by  a  number  of  poodles, 
who  whisked  the  flies  off  him.  He  was  a  beautiful 
spaniel,  with  very  intelligent  eyes  and  something 
noble  and  dignified  in  his  manner.  After  a  cere- 
monious introduction,  the  king  made  a  sign  to  all  the 
attendants  to  retire,  and  calling  to  him  a  secretary  of 
state,  dictated  to  him  a  compliment,  signifying  how 
sorry  he  was  not  to  be  able  to  converse  with  Conall 
in  his  language,  but  only  in  that  of  dogs.  He  could, 
however,  by  the  aid  of  his  secretary,  have  his  words 
translated  and  written  in  the  language  of  men,  but 
owing  to  the  canine  formation  of  his  secretary's 
mouth,  the  latter,  though  he  could  write  the  language, 
could  not  speak  it. 
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Conall  made  a  proper  reply,  and  after  some  com- 
pliments, begged  the  king  to  satisfy  his  curiosity 
concerning  everything  he  saw  surprising  in  his  court 
and  kingdom.  This  request  recalled  some  melancholy 
reminiscences  in  the  king,  but  after  he  had  taken  a 
little  time  to  recover  himself,  he  told  him  (still  by  the 
means  of  his  secretary)  that  he  was  called  Wow  ;  that 
a  fairy  had  been  enamoured  of  his  person,  and  had 
used  all  methods  to  engage  him  to  love  and  espouse 
her,  but  that  he  could  never  bring  himself  to  do  so  ; 
and  that  at  last,  the  love  of  the  fairy  being  turned  to 
fury,  she  had  transformed  him  into  the  condition  of  a 
dog,  in  which  he  was  to  remain,  deprived  of  the  use 
of  human  speech,  and  she  had  even  extended  her 
cruelty  to  his  subjects. 

Conall  was  much  affected  by  this  discourse,  and 
protested  that  there  was  nothing  he  would  not  under- 
take to  oblige  so  amiable  a  prince,  and  to  draw  him 
out  of  his  deplorable  state.  But  Wow  told  him  that 
he  had  no  resource,  for  that  the  fairy  had  said  to  him 
at  the  instant  of  his  change,  "  Go !  bark,  and  be 
covered  with  hair,  till  such  time  as  the  mountain  of 
ice  be  dissolved  in  which  I  have  placed  the  heart  of 
the  Princess  Sable." 

"  But,"  exclaimed  Prince  Conall,  "  it  is  I  that  am  in 
quest  of  that  mountain,  for  I  most  fervently  desire  to 
obtain  the  love  of  that  princess,  and  I  know  but  too 
well  that  she  can  never  love  me  till  her  heart  is  re- 
leased from  the  icy  fetters  in  which  it  is  now  bound." 
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"If  that  be  so,"  said  the  dog  king,  "then  her  re- 
covery and  mine  will  alike  be  the  object  of  your 
quest.  I  will  help  you  by  every  means  at  my  dis- 
posal. Command  me  when  in  need.  Here  is  a 
whistle ;  put  that  to  your  lips  when  you  desire 
assistance,  and  my  dogs  will  fly  to  your  aid." 

Conall  returned  to  the  seashore,  when  to  his 
dismay  he  found  that  the  vessel  had  left.  The  un- 
grateful mariners,  in  their  impatience  to  return  to  the 
bosoms  of  their  families,  would  not  wait  the  fortnight 
stipulated  for  his  return. 

The  dogs,  seeing  his  distress  and  his  earnest  desire 
to  be  off,  found  an  open  boat,  the  only  vessel  they 
could  procure.  Into  that  he  went  and  rowed  out  to 
sea.  He  rowed  till  overcome  with  fatigue,  when  he 
rested  on  his  oars.  He  was  already  out  of  sight  of 
land. 

As  he  rested,  a  number  of  flying-fish  passed  over 
his  bark,  but  some  of  the  fish  dropped  into  the  boat. 
Almost  immediately  an  albatross  that  had  been 
following  the  movements  of  the  fish  swooped  down 
to  snatch  those  from  the  boat  that  had  fallen  into  it. 
Prince  Conall  seized  the  immense  bird  by  the  legs 
and  held  it.  The  albatross  made  desperate  efforts  to 
escape,  but  these  were  in  vain.  She  tried  to  rise  in 
the  air,  but  could  not  lift  the  prince  and  the  boat  out 
of  the  water.  She  then  plied  her  wings  vigorously, 
and  by  this  means  drew  the  boat  along  through  the 
sea  at  a  prodigious  rate,  so  that  the  water  foamed  up 
P 
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over  the  bows.  At  how  many  knots  an  hour  she 
sailed  is  unrecorded. 

At  last  land  hove  in  view,  and  Conall  saw  that  it 
was  a  country  quite  unknown  to  him. 

He  now  released  the  bird,  that  immediately  soared 
on  high  and  disappeared. 

Conall  went  on  shore,  and  found  that  he  was  not  in 
a  country  inhabited  by  dogs.  The  country  was,  how- 
ever, frightfully  barren  ;  it  was,  in  fact,  one  vast  rocky 
desert.  Only  here  and  there  did  plants  grow  out  of 
cracks  in  the  rocks,  and  it  was  on  the  fruit  and  grain 
of  these  plants  that  the  miserable  inhabitants  lived. 
They  had  no  fields ;  there  was,  in  fact,  no  soil  at  all, 
and  every  single  plant  that  grew  had  its  roots  in  solid 
rock. 

Conall  asked  the  natives  how  it  was  that  they 
obtained  a  livelihood  from  such  a  soil.  They  told 
him  that  they  would  infallibly  perish  of  destitution  if 
it  were  not  for  the  moorhen.  This  bird  knew  where 
schamir  was,  a  tiny  stone  which,  when  laid  on  rock, 
split  it  When  they  desired  to  sow  their  crops  they 
watched  for  the  moorhen  and  observed  where  she  had 
her  nest.  Then  they  placed  a  sheet  of  glass  over  the 
nest;  and  as  the  bird  was  unable  to  sit  on  her  eggs 
till  the  glass  was  broken,  she  flew  away,  found  the 
mysterious  stone,  and  brought  it  in  her  beak  to  the 
nest,  laid  it  on  the  plate  of  glass,  and  it  was  at  once 
shattered  to  pieces. 

Then  those  who  had  been  watching  raised  a  great 
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shout,  and  kindled  and  waved  torches,  and  so  fright- 
ened the  bird  that  she  flew  away  and  let  drop  the 
stone,  which  they  at  once  picked  up.  This  stone  they 
then  applied  to  the  rocks  and  it  split  them,  and  where 
split,  there  they  dropped  the  seed  of  the  plants  they 
cultivated. 

Every  family  was  by  this  means  provided  with 
a  stone,  the  schamir,  which  was  treasured.  But 
no  young  people  could  marry  and  set  up  a  house- 
hold till  one  of  them  was  provided  with  a  schamir, 
wherewith  to  break  up  a  rock  that  was  allotted  to 
each  householder  on  which  to  grow  sufficient  grain 
and  berries  to  sustain  a  family. 

Conall  was  extremely  interested  at  what  he  heard, 
and  desired  greatly  to  possess  one  of  these  stones. 
But  the  inhabitants  were  most  reluctant  to  part 
with  them.  However,  at  last  he  heard  of  a  family 
that  had  died  out  without  children,  and  the  nearest 
relatives,  for  the  sake  of  a  pinch  of  the  fertilising 
dust  that  the  prince  gave  them  out  of  his  box, 
agreed  to  surrender  the  stone.  This  he  now  care- 
fully put  away  and  continued  his  journey.  He  had 
received  a  direction  from  the  people  who  lived  in 
Rockland  as  to  his  course  to  the  land  where  reigned 
the  father  of  Sable.  It  was  due  north  of  where  he 
then  found  himself,  consequently  he  no  longer 
needed  his  boat.  They  furnished  him  with  an 
intelligent  guide,  from  whom  he  acquired  much 
useful  information. 
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His  guide  described  to  him  the  habits  and  nature 
of  the  moorhen.  This  bird  is  of  a  peculiarly  warm 
temperament ;  indeed,  so  warm  that  she  has  been 
known  to  revivify  her  eggs  even  after  they  have 
been  addled.  Occasionally  she  has  been  long  from 
her  nest,  kept  away  on  account  of  the  obstruction 
placed  there  by  those  who  want  to  obtain  schamir, 
and  she  has  had  to  fly  in  quest  of  the  stone ;  and 
again,  when  she  had  split  the  glass,  may  have  been 
frightened  away  by  the  cries  of  the  people  and 
waving  of  torches — then,  naturally,  the  eggs  left  for 
so  long  a  time  become  addled.  Nevertheless,  so 
warm  is  the  bosom  of  the  bird  and  so  ardent  her 
maternal  affection,  that  she  cuddles  down  on  the 
eggs,  and  with  the  heat  actually  restores  to  them 
the  life  that  had  been  chilled  out  of  them. 

This  very  remarkable  fact  interested  Conall  ex- 
tremely, and  he  desired  greatly  to  obtain  one  of 
these  birds  and  test  the  heat  developed  by  maternal 
solicitude.  He  had  not  with  him  at  the  time  a 
thermometer  for  taking  temperatures,  but  he  resolved 
on  buying  one  as  soon  as  he  was  able. 

His  guide  assured  him  that  he  could  catch  a  moor- 
hen for  him.  The  way  to  do  this  was  to  find  a  nest, 
remove  the  eggs,  and  put  pebbles  in  their  place. 
Then  the  bird  sat  so  hard  on  these  stones  that 
nothing  could  induce  her  to  leave  them. 

On  the  journey,  most  happily,  the  guide  was 
able   by   this  means  to   secure  a  moorhen.     Conall 
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clipped  her  wings,  and  taught  her  to  sit  on  his 
shoulder;  and  she  became  quite  tame  because  he 
set  the  nest  with  the  pebbles  in  it  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  the  bird  would  on  no  account  leave 
them. 

However,  after  a  while  this  became  inconvenient, 
for  the  heat  of  her  body  penetrated  through  the 
nest  and  his  clothing,  and  made  his  shoulder  dis- 
agreeably hot.  But  by  this  time  he  had  reached  the 
land  of  the  father  of  Princess  Sable,  and  he  was 
able  to  put  the  nest  in  a  room  of  his  lodgings. 

Prince  Conall  now  changed  his  socks — he  had 
nothing  else  he  could  change — and  demanded  an 
interview  with  the  king.  This  was  granted  to 
him.  He  was  graciously  received,  but  was  informed 
that  the  king  was  just  then  in  great  straits,  for  his 
territories  were  invaded  by  a  neighbour  called 
Arogant,  at  the  head  of  a  large  army,  and  he  im- 
plored Conall  to  join  in  the  defence  of  the  land 
and  of  his  throne. 

Conall  cheerfully  did  so,  and  at  once  hastened 
to  the  troops  of  the  king.  He  found  them  few  in 
number  compared  with  those  of  the  enemy,  and 
destitute  in  cavalry.  Arogant  deemed  his  victory 
certain,  indeed  everything  seemed  to  promise  it ; 
the  ardour  of  his  troops,  the  superiority  of  his  forces, 
and  above  all  his  splendid  cavalry. 

However,  no  sooner  was  the  signal  for  an  engage- 
ment given,  than   Conall  drew  out  his  whistle  and 
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blew.  Thereupon  a  thousand  dogs  appeared  on 
the  scene,  and  at  once  jumped  on  the  cruppers  of 
all  the  horses  of  Arogant's  cavalry.  By  this  means, 
they  not  only  threw  the  whole  squadron  into  disorder 
by  frightening  the  horses,  but  also  getting  at  the 
throats  of  the  riders  from  behind,  they  precipitated 
them  from  their  saddles,  and  the  steeds,  riderless 
and  mad  with  terror,  turned  and  plunged  through 
the  ranks  of  the  infantry,  throwing  them  into  such 
utter  confusion  that,  when  the  signal  to  charge  was 
sounded  in  the  army  of  the  father  of  Sable,  that 
host  rushed  forward,  dispersed  and  annihilated  the 
enemy.  Arogant  was  taken  captive,  and  conducted 
in  chains  to  the  palace  of  the  father  of  Princess 
Sable,  but  unable  to  support  the  sudden  turn  his 
fortunes  had  taken,  he  expired  of  mortification  on 
his  arrival  at  the  foot  of  the  throne. 

After  this  victory  the  dogs  disappeared,  and  Conall 
returned  with  the  army  to  be  received  in  the  capital 
with  triumphal  acclamations. 

The  king  now  allowed  him  an  interview  with 
Sable.  He  found  her  to  be  singularly  beautiful,  very 
accomplished,  but  absolutely  heartless. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  princess,  "  you  are  one  of  my 
suitors,  I  suppose.  There  have  been  twenty-eight 
already." 

"  Where  are  they  now  ? "  asked  Conall. 

"  I  cannot  answer  for  all,"  replied  Sable.  "  One, 
I    know,  was  eaten   by  polar  bears  after   they  had 
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hugged  him  to  death ;  two  were  frozen  to  death ; 
one  was  crossing  a  crevasse  in  a  glacier,  and  shpped 
and  fell  in,  and  he  went  down.  They  tell  me 
that  it  will  be  at  least  a  century  before  his  body 
is  disgorged  by  the  glacier.  Some  have  turned 
and  gone  home,  frightened  at  the  dangers  of  the 
journey.  One  had  his  ears  and  nose  frost-bitten, 
and  they  mortified  and  fell  off;  so  he  is  disfigured 
for  life.  One  was  attacked  by  a  pack  of  wolves, 
and  they  ate  him,  bones  and  all ;  and  it  would  not 
have  been  known  but  that  they  left  some  of  his 
buttons  with  the  crest  on  them.  Two  princes,  very 
nice  young  men  in  their  way,  went  together,  but 
their  provisions  fell  short,  and  they  ate  each  other, 
and  nothing,  not  even  buttons,  was  left  of  either  of 
them." 

"  How  dreadful !  "  exclaimed  Conall. 

"  Yes,  I  daresay  it  was." 

"  And  do  you  feel  no  remorse  at  causing  the  death 
of  so  many  nice  young  men  ?  " 

"  No  !     Why  should  I  ?     They  take  their  chance." 

"  And  you  will  not  concern  yourself  greatly  if  I 
perish  as  well .''  " 

"  I  shall  not  concern  myself  at  all.  It  is  your  con- 
cern, not  mine.  If  you  don't  like  it,  don't  go.  No 
one  forces  you." 

Prince  Conall  was  quite  shocked  at  the  callousness 
of  Sable.  But  he  considered  that  she  had  no  heart, 
and  could  not  help  it. 
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Whilst  he  was  talking  with  her,  there  arrived  a 
deputation  from  the  portion  of  the  land  ravaged  by 
King  Arogant.  They  waited  on  the  king  to  inform 
him  of  the  destitution  of  the  people.  The  enemy 
had  burnt  the  villages  and  destroyed  the  harvest. 
The  poor  peasants  had  nothing  on  which  to  sustain 
themselves  during  the  winter  that  was  coming  on, 
and  no  hovels  even  to  shelter  them  from  the  cold. 

"  It  would  be  the  best  thing,  father,"  said  the 
princess,  "  to  have  them  all  mown  down  with  grape- 
shot  or  poisoned  off.  That  is  the  simplest  and 
readiest  way  to  solve  the  difficulty.  You  see  that, 
obviously,  when  the  sufferers  have  been  got  rid  of 
the  misery  will  end." 

However,  his  Majesty  and  the  council  would  not 
hear  of  this  device.  Princess  Sable  thought  that 
they  managed  very  stupidly  when  they  chose  to 
send  waggons  of  food  and  clothing  to  the  starving 
people,  and  supplied  them  with  ranges  of  galvanised 
and  corrugated  iron  sheds  in  which  to  spend  the 
winter.  Presently  the  mistress  of  the  robes  entered 
to  inform  the  princess  that  the  needlewomen  engaged 
on  her  new  ball  dresses  had  worn  several  of  their 
fingers  to  stumps  with  the  hard  work  set  them. 

"  Are  all  their  fingers  worn  down  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,  your  royal  highness  ;   not  all." 

"  Then,"  said  Sable,  "  keep  the  girls  till  all  their 
fingers  are  reduced  to  stumps,  and  then  chuck  them 
away." 
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"Chuck  what  away?"  asked  Conall,  greatly  shocked. 

"  Chuck  the  workwomen  away.  They  will  be  no 
good  to  anyone,  and,  having  no  fingers,  will  not  be 
able  to  work  for  their  living ;  so  chuck  them  away 
into  the  ashpit." 

"  But  this  is  most  dreadful !  "  exclaimed  Conall. 

"  Why  so  ? "  asked  the  princess  in  surprise. 
"  When  I  have  got  a  broken  needle  I  throw  it  away ; 
why  not  a  worn-out  needlewoman  ? " 

Conall  would  have  declined  to  prosecute  his  search 
after  the  heart  of  the  princess,  but  that  his  honour 
was  engaged  ;  and,  moreover,  he  was  under  the  fas- 
cination of  her  beauty. 

When  he  had  resolved  on  starting,  he  blew  his 
whistle,  whereupon  a  team  of  dogs  appeared,  and, 
as  he  had  purchased  a  sledge,  he  started  over  the 
snows  due  north  to  the  mountains  of  ice,  to  obtain, 
if  he  could,  the  frozen  heart  of  the  princess. 

At  some  distance  beyond  the  last  village  within  the 
realms  of  the  king,  he  found  himself  on  a  vast  snow- 
covered  plain,  and  here  he  at  once  equipped  the 
sledge.  He  had  brought  with  him  his  box  with  the 
vegetative  powder,  the  stone  schamir,  and  the  nest 
with  the  moorhen  sitting  in  it  hard  on  the  pebbles, 
which  she  was  vainly  endeavouring  to  hatch. 

He  had  forty-eight  dogs,  and  these  he  attached 
to  the  sledge.  The  immensity  of  snow  had  a  sort 
of  beauty  in  itself,  but  it  was  a  beauty  full  of  horror. 
Glittering  in  the  sky,  indicating  the  direction  to  be 
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taken,  was  the  Polar  Star.  As  yet  no  signs  of  a 
mountain  could  be  seen.  In  the  sledge  was  stacked 
an  immense  heap  of  dried  herrings,  intended  to 
serve  as  food  for  the  dogs.  But  it  was  not  till 
Conall  had  been  for  some  hours  careering  over  the 
snow  that  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  brought  no 
grain  of  any  sort  wherewith  to  feed  the  moorhen. 

After  a  long  journey  of  seventeen  hours  the  dogs 
were  much  exhausted,  and  Conall  deemed  it  expe- 
dient to  halt. 

And  now  he  scattered  some  of  the  powder  from 
his  casket  on  the  snow.  At  once  the  snow  melted, 
and  the  ground  underneath  appeared,  and  speedily 
became  clothed  in  verdure.  This  was  most  satis- 
factory, for  now  in  the  herbage  the  moorhen  was 
able  to  pick  up  a  subsistence.  This  she  did  with 
feverish  haste,  and  then  hurried  back  to  the  pebbles 
to  sit  on  them  before  they  became  cold. 

The  night  was  spent  in  the  herbage,  and  as  under 
the  snow  lay  sticks  and  faggots,  Conall  collected 
these  into  a  heap  and  lighted  them,  and  enjoyed  a 
pleasant  fire.  The  dogs  were  fed  on  herrings,  and 
then  curled  up  and  went  to  sleep. 

Conall  continued  his  journey  for  several  days. 
Sometimes  the  sky  was  glorious  with  aurora 
borealis.  The  cold  was  intense,  but  he  was  well 
clothed,  and  some  of  the  heat  of  the  moorhen  com- 
municated itself  to  him  ;  for  he  always  carried  the 
nest  in  his  bosom,  and  the  bird  never  left  the  nest 
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except  when  he  halted,  and  then  she  snatched  a 
mouthful  of  food  and  was  back  again.  Conall  began 
to  observe  with  serious  dread  the  failure  of  his  pro- 
visions. Forty-eight  dogs  eat  a  great  many  fish. 
Already  the  heap  had  diminished  to  a  handful,  when 
a  brilliant  idea  occurred  to  him.  Whilst  the  moor- 
fowl  was  engaged  picking  up  grain  and  worms,  he 
hastily  substituted  a  herring's  roe  for  a  couple  of 
the  pebbles,  and  he  was  agreeably  pleased  to  find 
in  the  morning  that  the  moorhen  had  hatched  out 
all  the  eggs  in  the  roe,  to  the  number  of  a  hundred 
million.  This  was,  of  course,  more  than  the  sledge 
and  team  could  carry,  and  the  pack  of  dogs  was 
regaled  with  as  many  fish  as  they  could  eat,  and  the 
rest  thrown  away.  But  Conall  always  reserved  a  few 
herrings  with  hard  roes,  and  took  them  along  with 
him,  and  proceeded  to  hatch  them  out,  with  the 
assistance  of  the  moorhen,  at  each  night  station. 

At  length  before  his  eyes  rose  the  Mountain  of 
Ice.  On  the  way,  at  intervals,  he  passed  congealed 
princes  and  other  adventurers,  who  had  essayed  to 
find  and  get  back  the  heart  of  the  princess,  and 
had  failed.  The  rigour  of  the  cold  had  perfectly 
preserved  them,  and  the  features  of  the  frozen  men 
might  be  seen  expressing  the  emotions  of  despair 
or  distraction  of  mind  they  were  in  at  the  instant 
of  congelation.  When  Conall  reached  the  mountain, 
as  it  was  perfectly  clear  crystal  ice  throughout,  he 
saw  into  its  depths,  and  perceived  a  minute  speck 
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in  the  middle.  This,  he  had  no  doubt,  was  the  heart 
of  the  princess. 

Although  exceedingly  impatient  to  possess  it,  he 
tarried  the  night,  encamped  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountain,  melted  a  patch  of  snow,  and  produced 
herbage  with  the  vegetative  powder,  and  lit  a  fire, 
beside  which  he  slept  through  the  night. 

Next  morning  early  he  rose  and  applied  schamir 
to  the  Mountain  of  Ice,  when  at  its  touch  it  was 
shattered  into  tens  of  thousands  of  fragments,  and 
walking  amidst  these  fragments  he  went  direct  to 
the  middle  where  was  the  heart.  This  he  took  up, 
wrapped  it  in  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  care- 
fully preserved  it.  It  was,  however,  so  deadly  cold 
that  his  kerchief  was  frozen  about  it  as  hard  as  a 
board. 

Having  gone  back  to  his  equipage,  he  returned  by 
the  same  road,  and  picking  up  the  frozen  men  on 
the  way,  he  passed  a  rope  about  them,  and  stacked 
them  like  a  faggot  on  his  sledge,  and  so  brought  all 
he  could  find  back  to  the  first  village  on  the  frontier, 
where,  the  temperature  being  mild,  they  gradually 
thawed  and  came  to  life  again. 

Ever  and  anon  Conall  looked  at  the  heart  of  the 
princess,  but  it  had  lain  so  long  and  so  deep  in 
the  Mountain  of  Ice  that  it  showed  no  sign  of 
softening. 

At  length  he  arrived  at  the  capital,  and  asked  for 
an  audience. 
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This  was  accorded  him,  and  he  was  introduced  to 
the  king  and  the  princess. 

As  soon  as  Sable  saw  him,  she  said,  "  Oh !  you  are 
back  again." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Conall,     "  Are  you  glad  ?  " 

"  I  don't  care  one  way  or  another,"  was  the  in- 
different reply.     "  Have  you  found  my  heart  .^" 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  here,"  said  he,  producing  the  heart  and 
placing  it  on  the  table. 

The  king  touched  it,  but  it  was  so  cold  that  it  took 
the  skin  off  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  and  he  drew  back 
with  an  exclamation. 

"  It  will  be  worse  than  before,"  said  he,  "  if  that 
frozen  lump  be  introduced  into  her  bosom." 

"  Let  us  see  what  can  be  done,"  said  the  prince. 
Then  he  brought  forth  the  nest  with  the  moorhen 
sitting  on  the  pebbles  with  her  usual  assiduity  and 
intentness  of  purpose. 

"  She  has  eaten  nothing  for  a  day,"  said  Conall. 
"  Will  your  Majesty  be  so  good  as  to  procure  an 
earthworm  or  some  berries,  and  lay  them  on  the 
table  ?  " 

The  king  gave  the  necessary  command,  and  these 
articles  were  produced. 

No  sooner  did  the  hungry  bird  perceive  these 
delicacies  than  she  jumped  off  the  nest  and  hastened 
to  them. 

Whilst  her  back  was  turned  Conall  surreptitiously 
removed  the  pebbles  and  placed  the  heart  of  the 
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princess  in  the  nest.  With  the  utmost  rapidity  the 
moorhen  gobbled  up  the  food  provided  for  her,  and 
then  returned  to  her  nest. 

The  heart  struck  a  chill  into  her  as  she  seated 
herself  on  it,  and  she  got  up,  turned  round,  and 
looked  at  it.  But  if  it  puzzled  her,  it  also  gratified 
her,  for  she  thought  it  a  prodigiously  fine  egg,  if  a 
cold  one,  and  she  clapped  herself  down  on  it  and 
sat  hard,  with  the  utmost  conscientiousness.  In  less 
than  an  hour  the  heart  was  thawed,  and  began  to 
throb.  Those  looking  on  could  discern  this,  for  every 
pulsation  of  the  heart  made  the  hen  move.  The 
lively  beating  of  the  heart  under  her  perplexed  the 
hen,  and  she  got  up,  turned  herself  about,  and 
looked  at  what  she  had  been  sitting  on.  Its  appear- 
ance was  to  her  so  extraordinary  and  so  unexpected 
that  she  remained  staring  at  it  in  silent  astonishment. 

The  prince  hastily  took  the  heart  up  and  handed 
it  to  Sable,  who  clasped  it  to  her  bosom,  and  in  an 
instant  by  some  mysterious  means  it  had  returned  to 
its  proper  position  inside  her. 

"  Oh,  the  poor,  poor  bird ! "  exclaimed  the 
princess.  "  Do  observe  the  distress  it  is  in.  The 
hen  thinks  that  she  has  been  robbed  of  the  fruit 
of  so  much  labour,  I  mean  of  so  long  a  setting. 
Quick  !  I  have  some  young  peachicks ;  run  and 
fetch  them,  and  perhaps  the  moorhen  will  be  com- 
forted at  seeing  them,  and  will  believe  she  has 
hatched  them  out." 
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And  in  fact  the  bird  was  running  about  the  room 
in  a  distracted  manner,  searching  in  all  directions, 
under  buffets,  chiffonniers,  and  sofas,  for  that  which 
it  supposed  had  been  hatched  out  under  her. 

The  prince  and  the  king  and  queen  were  charmed 
at  this  evidence  of  sensibility  in  the  princess,  and 
wept  tears  of  joy. 

"  Why  do  you  weep  ?  "  asked  Sable.  "  Oh,  my 
father !  oh,  my  mother !  you  rack  my  heart  with 
distress  to  see  those  tears." 

Then  she  looked  with  an  expression  full  of 
tenderness  at  Conall  and  said,  "  What  sufferings, 
what  perils  you  must  have  undergone  for  my  sake ! 
Oh,  I  was  never  worthy  of  it." 

"  Madam,"  said  he,  "  if  I  had  had  a  hundred 
lives  I  would  have  sacrificed  them  with  joy  to  be 
able  to  see  you  as  you  are  now." 

Just  then  a  great  uproar  was  heard  without,  and 
courtiers  rushed  in  greatly  excited  to  say  that  all 
the  dogs  that  had  been  in  the  retinue  of  Conall 
had  been  transformed  into  men,  and  desired  to  enter 
and  pay  their  respects  to  the  prince,  who  by  recover- 
ing and  restoring  to  the  princess  her  congealed  heart, 
had  also  been  the  means  of  breaking  the  spell  that 
had  been  laid  upon  them  and  on  their  master. 

The  king  was  so  delighted  that  he  at  once  deter- 
mined to  abdicate  and  surrender  his  throne  to  his 
daughter,  who  was  to  be  married  forthwith  to 
Conall. 
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"  But  where  are  your  parents  ? "  asked  Sable. 
"  Surely  we  must  send  post  -  haste  to  convey  to 
them  the  glad  news  that  their  son  has  achieved  the 
object  of  his  journey  and  is  in  health." 

Conall  was  delighted  at  this  new  token  of  her 
sensibility. 

Then  she  added  :  "  There  have  been  some  poor 
needlewomen  who  have  worked  their  fingers  down 
to  stumps  in  my  service.  What  can  be  done  for 
them  ?  I  shall  never  be  happy  unless  they  are 
provided  for." 

Conall  said  that  he  had  little  doubt  that  the 
vegetative  powder  would  make  the  fingers  grow 
again. 

"And  there  are  a  number  of  unhappy  people 
whose  harvests  ha\'e  been  destroyed,  and  who  are 
left  unprovided  and  in  despair,"  said  the  Princess. 

"  Some  of  the  vegetative  powder  will  restore  and 
redouble  the  harvests,"  said  Conall. 

"  And  those  poor  fellows  who  ventured  and  lost 
their  lives  for  my  sake  in  the  snows?" 

"  Such  as  were  not  eaten  by  wolves  or  hugged 
by  bears  I  have  brought  back  and  thawed,"  said 
Conall. 

Was  there  ever  such  a  transformation  ?  Conall 
felt  that  though  he  might  have  married  a  heartless 
princess  he  could  never  have  been  happy  with  her ; 
but  now  that  he  had  won  one  with  a  tender,  beating, 
and  sympathetic  heart,  he  knew  that  his  happiness 
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was  secure.  And  if  one  thing  more  were  needed 
to  make  their  felicity  complete,  it  was  to  see  the 
pride  and  exultation  of  the  moorhen,  which  strutted 
about  with  three  young  peachicks  after  her,  and 
believed  implicitly  that  she  had  hatched  them  all 
out  through  her  great  internal  warmth. 

This  story  made  the  queen  laugh  till  the  tears 
ran  down  her  cheek.  She  broke  out  into  laughter 
first  when  she  heard  how  puzzled  the  poor  moor- 
hen was  when  it  got  up  and  looked  at  the  heart 
beating  in  the  nest.  But  when  afterwards  she  heard 
of  the  moorhen  being  deluded  into  believing  that 
it  had  hatched  out  peachicks,  then  she  laid  her  head 
laughing  on  her  husband's  shoulder. 

The  king  was  highly  pleased,  and  he  made  a  sign 
to  Noyalen  to  give  the  crock  of  gold  to  the  school- 
master. But  Mr.  Toope  was  a  man  of  a  noble  and 
free  temperament,  and  he  waved  it  back : — 

"  No,  sir  !  "  said  he  ;  "  not  yet.  I  have  told  you 
eleven  stories.  One  more  will  make  the  dozen. 
If  that  please  you  as  well  as  the  last,  then  give 
me  the  cup  of  gold  and  let  me  depart." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  king ;  "  so  be  it." 

Thereupon  Mr.  Toope  began  the  twelfth  and  last 
tale. 


XII. 

BRAINS-IN-HIS-TOES 

THERE  was  once  a  lad  who  was  so  stupid  that 
everyone  said  that  he  thought  with  his  toes. 

He  never  was  able  to  look  ahead  and  see  what 
would  be  the  consequences  of  any  act  he  did  ;  if  he 
were  given  a  command,  he  fulfilled  it  without  a 
thought  as  to  what  was  the  purpose  of  him  who  gave 
the  command,  and  what  was  the  object  that  would 
be  attained  by  his  obeying. 

One  day  his  master,  who  was  in  the  house,  and 
who  was  a  farmer,  said  to  the  boy,  "  Go  and  put 
the  horses  into  the  waggon."  So  he  went  out,  and 
got  first  one  horse,  and  he  whipped  it,  and  tried 
to  make  it  jump  into  the  waggon  ;  but  he  could  do 
no  more  than  make  the  beast  plant  his  fore-hoofs  on 
the  back  of  the  cart. 

His  master  came  out  of  the  house  and  saw  what 
he  was  about,  and  he  took  the  whip  to  his  shoulder, 
and  said,  "  Brains-in-your-Toes,  acting  like  a  fool 
again !  Harness  the  horses.  I  have  a  heavy  load 
of  sand  to  take,  and  I  must  have  four — two  behind 
and  two  in  front." 
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Then  he  went  into  the  house  again,  and  the  boy 
brought  out  the  four  cart-horses  ;  and  he  harnessed 
two  to  the  front  of  the  waggon,  and  two  to  the 
back. 

Now  when  his  master  saw  what  he  had  done  he 
was  so  angry  that  he  drove  him  away. 

"  Go,"  said  he,  lashing  him  unmercifully  with  the 
whip,  "  go  where  folk  want  fellows  like  you,  who 
have  brains,  not  in  their  heads,  but  in  their  toes." 

So  he  went  away,  crying  heartily,  for  he  did  not 
know  where  to  get  his  supper,  and  he  had  not  the 
smallest  idea  how  to  earn  his  daily  bread.  He 
walked  on  till  the  sun  set,  and  he  seated  himself  on 
a  bank  and  waited,  hoping  that  his  meal  would 
come  to  him,  as  he  did  not  know  whither  to  go  to 
get  a  meal. 

When  night  had  set  in  the  moon  shone  pale  and 
bright,  and  Brains-in-his-Toes  was  bathed  in  the 
beautiful  clear  rays  of  the  moon. 

Now,  without  thinking  at  all,  he  began  to  twitch 
his  forefinger  and  thumb,  just  as  he  saw  his  mother 
move  them  when  she  was  spinning.  The  moon- 
light was  about  his  hand,  and,  without  thinking  or 
knowing,  he  spun  the  moonlight  in  a  fine  silver 
thread. 

He  saw  it  lie  like  the  purest  metal  in  a  coil  at  his 
feet,  but  he  paid  no  attention  to  it  till  he  was  brought 
up  short,  finding  that  the  moonbeam  which  he  was 
twisting  would  not  run  out  any  more.    Then  he  tied  a 


228  BRAINS-IN-HIS-TOES 

knot  in  it,  so  that  it  might  not  untwist,  and,  as  he  held 
the  knot,  all  at  once  he  felt  himself  being  drawn  on 
high.  He  did  not  think  this  was  strange,  he  did 
not  think  whether  he  might  fall.  He  did  not  think 
whither  he  was  being  drawn.  His  feet  clutched 
the  silver  line  below  him,  all  his  toes  thought  of 
was  how  to  hold  fast. 

So  he  was  pulled  higher  and  higher,  and  he  passed 
through  a  fine  cloud. 

At  last  he  saw  the  moon  very  large  above  him, 
and  presently  he  saw  that  there  was  a  man  in  it ;  he 
also  heard  a  dog  bark  at  him  ;  he  also  heard  the 
man  tell  the  dog  to  be  quiet. 

Next  moment  a  rough  hand  laid  hold  of  him, 
and  he  was  drawn  over  the  edge,  and  was  in  the 
moon. 

The  old  man  stood  and  looked  at  him.  But 
Brains-in-his-Toes  seated  himself  on  a  bundle  of 
sticks  that  was  there,  and  thought  of  nothing  except 
the  cold,  which  made  his  feet  feel  uncomfortable. 

"  I  am  glad  I  have  got  someone  here  at  last,"  said 
the  old  man. 

The  boy  looked  at  the  man ;  he  was  dressed  in 
a  very  warm  coat,  and  he  had  a  thick  fur  cap  on  his 
head.  His  beard  was  frosted,  and  even  his  long 
eyebrows  were  hoary  with  frost. 

The  Man  in  the  Moon  said,  "  I  am  tired  of  being 
here  all  alone,  and  I  want  to  get  away.  I  will  make 
you  a  present  of  a  thick  cloak  I  have  been  knitting. 
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It  will  keep  out  cold  and  heat.  And  you  will 
have  no  trouble  in  putting  it  on  or  putting  it  off. 
You  have  only  to  say,  '  On,'  and  it  will  at  once  fit 
itself  to  your  shoulders,  and  '  Off,'  and  it  will  at 
once  leave  you.  Now,  I  give  you  this  mantle,  that 
you  may  go  on  your  way  in  comfort  till  you  find 
out  how  I  may  be  released  from  the  moon.  Promise 
me  you  will  come  back  and  tell  me,  when  you  have 
found  out." 

"Yes,"  said  the  boy. 

"  And,"  continued  the  old  man,  "  when  you  do 
return,  I  will  cut  for  you  a  great  round  of  silver 
from  the  moon,  and  you  shall  carry  it  home  with 
you,  and  it  will  serve  as  your  fortune  till  you  die." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  boy. 

Then  the  old  man  put  a  very  thick,  warm  cloak 
about  his  shoulders,  and  stooped,  picked  up  the 
bundle  of  sticks,  and  upset  Brains-in-his-Toes  in  so 
doing,  for  the  boy  was  seated  on  it.  Then  the  dog 
began  barking,  and  flew  at  his  shins,  and  he  was  so 
frightened  that  he  ran  away  and  tumbled  over  the 
edge  of  the  moon,  and  would  have  fallen  to  the  earth 
and  been  dashed  to  pieces,  had  he  not  caught  the 
moonbeam  with  his  feet ;  then  he  grappled  it  with 
his  hands,  and  let  himself  down  to  earth. 

As  soon  as  his  feet  were  on  the  soil  once  more 
he  was  content,  as  far  as  he  could  be  content  on 
an  empty  stomach. 

He  let  go  the  spun  moonbeam  and  walked  along. 
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Presently  he  saw  a  strange  figure  staggering  along 
in  the  light  of  the  moon. 

It  walked  very  slowly,  and  he  was  able  to  catch  it 
up.  Then  he  saw  that  it  was  really  a  man  with 
an  old  woman  hung  like  a  chain  about  his  neck. 

"  Good  sir  !  "  said  the  man,  "  will  you  take  a  tuft  of 
grass  and  wipe  my  face?  I  am  bathed  in  perspira- 
tion. I  have  been  carrying  this  old  woman  a  long 
way,  and  for  a  long  time." 

The  boy  was  good-natured  and  he  complied. 

Then  the  man  said,  "  I  am  the  old  Nick  of  the 
Mountain.  I  am  one  of  those  who  may  grow  old, 
but  can  never  die.  I  am  carrying  Katie,  the  spinster. 
She  is  a  very  cross  old  woman,  snappish  as  a  cat, 
and  works  her  tongue  like  a  flail.  No  one  has  ever 
asked  her  to  marry  him,  for  every  young  man  is 
afraid  of  her.  The  other  day,  as  I  was  passing  her 
door,  it  was  her  birthday,  and  she  was  on  that  day 
forty.  There  was  going  to  be  a  village  dance,  and 
nearly  every  girl  of  the  village  had  been  fetched  away 
to  go  to  the  maypole,  and  make  merry  there,  but  no 
one  had  asked  Katie  to  accompany  him.  Then  she 
began  to  rail  and  storm,  and  she  cried  out,  '  I  would 
go,  even  if  old  Nick  of  the  Mountain  were  to  fetch 
me.'  Well,  I  felt  in  a  lively  mood,  and  so  I  said  to 
her, '  I  am  old  Nick  of  the  Mountain,  will  you  come 
with  me?'  She  jumped  for  joy,  and  hung  on  to  my 
arm.  I  took  her  to  the  village  green,  and  there  I 
danced    with    Katie.     I    bought    her    ginger-bread, 
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almond-rock,  and  lemon-drops,  and  she  ate  and 
sucked  to  her  heart's  delight. 

"  As  soon  as  the  dancing  was  at  an  end,  I  said  to 
her,  '  Now,  Katie,  I  will  take  you  home.'  *  Oh  dear! ' 
exclaimed  she,  '  I  should  like  to  dance  with  you  for 
ever.     Where  do  you  live  ? ' 

" '  Put  your  ear  up  and  I  will  whisper.'  She  did  so, 
and  I  told  her  that  I  was  the  Spirit  of  the  Mountain, 
who  never  died,  and  that  I  lived  in  the  heart  of  the 
granite  rocks  where  no  sun  shone.  '  I  do  not  care, 
I  will  go  with  you,'  she  said,  and  click  !  round  my 
neck  she  threw  her  arms,  and  I  have  been  carrying 
her  ever  since.  I  do  not  dare  to  go  into  the  granite 
palace  of  the  mountains,  for  I  should  be  laughed  at 
there,  bringing  this  old  woman  hanging  round  my 
neck.  I  have  promised  her  silver  and  gold  and 
diamonds,  but  it  is  in  vain,  she  will  not  let  me  go.  I 
wish  you  would  help  me." 

Now,  as  I  have  already  said,  Brains-in-his-Toes 
never  considered  consequences.  He  was  vastly 
good-natured,  and  he  was  sorry  to  see  the  poor 
spirit  so  overcome  with  dragging  the  old  woman 
about,  hung  like  a  chain  about  his  neck.  So,  with- 
out a  thought,  he  said,  "  Katie !  will  you  come  to 
me?" 

The  old  woman  looked  out  of  the  corners  of  her 
eyes,  and  seeing  that  Brains-in-his-Toes  was  young 
and  good-looking,  whereas  Nick  of  the  Mountain 
was  old  and  ugly,  she  let  go  her  hold  of  the  latter, 
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and  snap !  in  a  moment  she  had  her  arms  fast  round 
the  neck  of  the  lad,  and  hung  there  a  dead  weight. 

Nick  of  the  Mountain  burst  out  laughing,  and  the 
lad  now  saw  that  having  this  old  woman  hanging  to 
him  was  no  laughing  matter  at  all,  Brains-in-his- 
Toes  had  now  quite  enough  to  carry,  what  with  Katie, 
and  what  with  the  thick  mantle  given  him  by  the 
Man  in  the  Moon.  In  a  very  short  time  he  was  tired, 
and  strove  to  disengage  himself  from  his  burden.  In 
vain  !  Katie  would  listen  to  no  remonstrances,  to  no 
entreaties.  The  more  he  struggled  the  tighter  she 
clung. 

Presently  he  came  near  a  pool.  Oh,  if  he  could 
but  cast  her  in !  Then  he  remembered  that  he 
could  easily  rid  himself  of  his  mantle,  and  he  said, 
"Off!" 

Instantly  away  fell  the  cloak,  with  the  old  woman 
hanging  to  it,  and  Katie  and  it  went  together  into 
the  water. 

"  My  best  of  friends,"  exclaimed  the  old  Nick  of 
the  Mountain,  "  you  have  done  me  a  great  service. 
But  for  you,  I  might  have  had  Katie  hanging  round 
my  neck  for  years  and  years,  and  have  been  unable 
to  release  myself.  Now,  look  you  here.  I  will  do 
what  I  can  for  you.     What  do  you  require  ?  " 

"  I  want  my  supper,"  said  the  lad. 

"  That  you  shall  have.     What  more  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  tell  the  Man  in  the  Moon  how  to  escape 
from  it." 
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"  That  I  cannot  tell  you.  It  is  a  secret  locked  up 
in  the  treasury  of  the  King  of  Rodesia,  and  to  that 
treasury  there  are  three  keys.  The  chancellor  keeps 
one,  the  prime  minister  the  second,  and  the  king  has 
the  third.  Without  these  three  keys  the  treasury 
cannot  be  opened  and  the  secret  disclosed.  But 
I  will  tell  you  what  I  will  do  ;  being  what  I  am, 
it  lies  in  my  power  to  repay  you  in  my  poor  way 
for  your  services.  I  will  forthwith  proceed  to  the 
capital  town  of  Rodesia  and  will  haunt  and  pinch 
and  torment  the  chancellor  till  life  is  a  burden  to 
him.  As  soon  as  all  doctors  have  failed  to  free  the 
chancellor  from  me,  do  you  go  to  the  town  and  offer, 
for  the  price  of  one  of  the  treasury  keys,  to  free  the 
chancellor  from  my  plaguing  him.  Then  stand  before 
him,  say  '  Hocus  pocus ! '  and  I  will  disappear,  and 
torment  him  no  more.  But  I  will  go  and  haunt  and 
pinch  and  plague  the  prime  minister.  When  all 
other  means  of  cure  have  failed,  do  you  offer,  for  the 
price  of  the  second  treasury  key,  to  free  the  prime 
minister.  Go  to  him,  say  '  Hocus  pocus  ! '  and  I  will 
disappear,  and  torment  him  no  more.  Then  I  will 
go  to  the  king,  and  will  plague  and  haunt  him  as  I 
have  the  others.  And  now  I  warn  you,  beware  how 
you  venture  to  drive  me  away  from  the  king.  Should 
you,  notwithstanding  this  caution,  risk  the  attempt, 
I  shall  tear  you  limb  from  limb.  You  may  ask, 
*  How  am  I  then  to  get  the  third  key  ? '  You  must 
use  your  best  persuasion  to  induce  the  king  to  part 
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with  it  before  you  proceed  to  cure  him.  As  soon  as 
you  have  the  key,  go  to  the  treasury,  discover  the 
secret  you  want,  and  then  escape  as  best  you  may. 
But  beware  how  you  say  '  Hocus  pocus ! '  to  me  a 
third  time." 

The  boy  expressed  his  acknowledgment  in  the 
best  and  most  appropriate  terms  of  which  he  was 
master,  and  so  the  two  separated,  but  not  before  a 
noble  supper  had  suddenly  appeared  spread  on  the 
grass. 

A  day  or  two  later  a  rumour  spread  that  the  chan- 
cellor was  not  quite  comfortable.  He  was  troubled 
with  frightful  dreams,  he  was  pinched  black  and  blue, 
he  could  attend  to  no  business.  All  medicines  tried 
failed  to  relieve  him,  and  the  doctors  gave  him  up  in 
despair. 

Now  Brains-in-his-Toes  came  to  the  town,  and 
declared  that  he  knew  how  to  cure  the  chancellor. 
All  other  resources  having  failed,  the  king  determined 
to  give  the  boy  a  chance  of  trying  what  he  could 
do. 

As  soon  as  Brains-in-his-Toes  entered  the  room, 
he  saw  that  the  chancellor  was  in  a  dejected  and 
miserable  condition.  Invisible  hands  were  incessantly 
pinching  him,  pulling  his  hair,  and  flipping  in  his 
face. 

Brains-in-his-Toes  demanded  the  key  to  the 
treasury  as  his  fee  for  curing  him.  The  chancellor 
did  not  at  all  like  to  give  this  up,  but  he  consented 
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to  do  so  if  cured,  when  he  considered  that  without 
two  other  keys  the  treasury  could  not  be  entered. 

Brains-in-his-Toes  now  approached  the  unhappy 
man. 

"  Hocus  pocus ! "  said  he  in  commanding  tones, 
and  with  a  solemn  face. 

Away  went  Nick  of  the  Mountain,  though  nothing 
was  seen  ;  but  from  that  moment  the  chancellor 
had  ease,  and  he  at  once  surrendered  his  key. 

The  young  man  received  it  and  went  away. 

But  it  was  soon  noised  abroad  that  something 
was  wrong  with  the  prime  minister,  and  it  was 
suspected  that  the  same  trouble  which  had  afflicted 
the  chancellor  had  fallen  on  the  prime  minister. 
What  was  to  be  done? 

Regular  practitioners  were  first  of  all  applied  to, 
but  they  could  do  nothing. 

When  all  had  failed,  then  Brains-in-his-Toes  was 
sent  for,  and  at  the  price  of  the  second  key  to 
the  treasury  he  agreed  to  perform  a  cure.  Every- 
thing took  place  as  in  the  former  case ;  the  cure 
was  effected,  and  the  youth  obtained  possession  of 
the  second  key. 

Now  Nick  of  the  Mountain  struck  at  higher 
game ;  he  pinched,  tortured,  haunted  the  monarch. 
As  might  have  been  expected,  people  were  not  a 
bit  the  wiser  for  past  experience,  and  the  doctors 
were  sent  for,  and  their  medicines  applied  as  in 
the  former  cases,  also  ineffectually. 
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Then  they  sent  for  Brains -in -his -Toes,  but  he 
refused  to  come.  They  sent  again,  but  he  said  he 
would  only  visit  the  king  if  assured  that  he  should 
have  the  third  key.  This  was  promised  him,  and, 
because  he  did  not  think  and  look  forward  to  con- 
sequences, he  was  forgetful  to  ask  to  have  the  key 
before  he  performed  the  cure. 

The  king  was  in  a  most  deplorable  state,  and 
the  old  Nick  of  the  Mountain  was  there,  behind 
his  throne,  visible  to  Brains-in-his-Toes. 

"  Ha ! "  exclaimed  the  Spirit,  "  did  I  not  warn 
you  not  to  attempt  this  cure." 

"  Steady,"  said  the  lad ;  and  stealing  on  tiptoe 
to  where  he  saw  the  Nick,  with  his  hand  to  his 
mouth  he  whispered,  "  Do  you  think  me  such  a 
fool  as  to  attempt  anything  of  the  kind  ?  I  've 
come  to  tell  you  that — that — Katie  is  out  of  the 
pool,  and  is  inquiring  after  you ! " 

"  Katie  !  "  gasped  Nick  of  the  Mountain.  "  Then 
I  'm  off."     And  he  vanished. 

Now  the  king  was  cured,  and  reluctantly  he 
handed  the  third  key  to  Brains-in-his-Toes ;  but  he 
said  to  him — 

"  If  you  take  one  gold  piece  from  my  treasury, 
I  will  have  your  head  cut  off." 

"  I  will  take  nothing,"  said  the  lad ;  "  but  I  want 
to  see  what  is  within." 

Then  he  was  led  to  the  treasury,  and  he  unlocked 
the  three  locks  with   the  three   keys,  and  entered, 
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the  king,  the  prime  minister,  and  the  chancellor 
attending  him.  He  saw  piles  of  gold  and  silver, 
but  he  did  not  regard  them  greatly;  only  his  foot 
stirred  a  bit  of  paper  on  the  floor,  and  he  stooped 
to  pick  it  up,  and  thereon  was  written,  "  Say 
Bondricasfusbos." 

Brains-in-his-Toes  went  away,  and  the  king  for 
his  services  gave  him  one  guinea,  the  prime  minister 
gave  him  one  shilling,  and  the  chancellor  one  penny. 
Their  gratitude  would  not  enrich  him. 

He  left  the  town  and  walked  a  long,  long  way, 
and  as  he  went  he  rattled  the  coins  in  his  pocket, 
and  turned  the  word  Bondricasfusbos  in  his  mind. 

At  last,  when  night  fell,  he  came  to  the  silver 
coil  of  spun  moonbeam  that  still  lay  where  he  had 
descended. 

He  began  to  climb,  and  directly  his  weight  was 
on  it,  the  Man  in  the  Moon  began  to  pull,  and  very 
soon  he  was  being  helped  over  the  edge. 

"  Well,"  said  the  man,  "  have  you  found  out  how 
I  am  to  be  released  ? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Brains-in-his-Toes,  "  you  must 
say — say — say " 

He  had  forgotten  the  word. 

"  Sit  down  on  the  faggot  of  sticks  and  try  to  recall 
it,"  said  the  man. 

The  lad  seated  himself,  but  the  word  was  lost.  He 
could  not  remember  it. 

Then  the  Man  in  the  Moon  was  very  angry. 


238  BRAINS-IN-HIS-TOES 

"Because  you  have  been  in  search  of  the  secret, 
and  because  you  have  found  it,"  said  he,  "  I  will  give 
you  a  great  piece  of  silver  cut  out  of  the  moon. 
Come  again  whenever  you  recall  it,  and  you  shall 
have  five  times  the  amount — indeed,  you  shall  have 
the  whole  silver  moon  all  to  yourself" 

Then  he  took  a  great  knife  and  cut  a  piece  out  of 
the  moon  as  big  as  a  millstone,  and  he  scooped  a 
hole  through  the  middle 

"  Now,"  said  he,  "  put  your  head  through  this  hole, 
and  you  shall  carry  the  silver  down.  Remember,  the 
whole  moon  is  yours  when  you  recollect  and  tell  me 
the  word  to  enable  me  to  escape." 

So  Brains-in-his-Toes  put  his  head  through  the 
hole,  and  found  the  silver  fitted  him  very  tightly,  and 
was  also  very  heavy.  As  he  went  to  the  moonbeam 
to  descend,  the  dog  flew  at  his  heels,  and  the  Man  in 
the  Moon,  being  angry  and  disappointed,  cried,  "  Bite 
him  !  bite  him  !  " 

Brains-in-his-Toes  was  so  frightened  that  he  fell 
over  the  edge,  and  went  sliding  down  the  moon- 
beam head  foremost,  for  the  weight  about  his  neck 
made  that  part  of  him  the  heaviest,  and  when  he  did 
reach  the  earth  he  received  such  a  bump  on  his  head 
that  all  the  brains  were  shaken  out  of  his  toes  into 
his  skull. 

And  then — immediately  he  recollected  the  word. 

But  now  he  began  to  consider.  Suppose  that  he 
told  the  word  to  the  Man  in  the  Moon,  what  would 
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be  the  consequence?  The  man  would  be  released,  but 
then  the  moon  must  have  some  man  in  it  to  steer  it 
along  its  course.  Brains-in-his-Head  considered  that 
it  would  be  advisable  to  let  someone  else  take  the 
word  to  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

So  he  went  on  his  way. 

Presently  he  arrived  at  the  farm  of  his  master 
with  whom  he  had  been  apprenticed,  and  who  had 
thrashed  him  so  unmercifully. 

"  Halloo ! "  said  the  farmer,  "  so  you  are  back 
again." 

"  Yes,  I  am  back." 

"  Have  you  made  your  fortune  ? " 

"It  is  round  my  neck." 

"  What !  that  collar,  like  a  millstone  ? " 

"  It  is  all  pure  silver.  It  will  buy  a  farm  as  big 
as  yours." 

"  How  did  you  get  it  ? "  asked  the  farmer. 

Then  Brains-in-his-Head  told  him  all. 

"  And  you  now  recollect  the  word  ? "  asked  the 
man. 

"  Certainly  I  do.     It  is  Bondricasfusbos." 

"  And  if  the  Man  in  the  Moon  is  told  that  word, 
the  whole  moon  of  pure  silver  will  be  yours  ? " 

"  Yes,  all." 

"  Then  you  are  still  Brains-in-the-Toes  not  to  have 
climbed  the  moonbeam  and  told  the  man  the  word 
that  would  release  him." 

When  the  farmer  had  said  that,  he  started  run- 
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ning,  and  ran  and  ran,  fearing  every  moment  that 
the  lad  would  outstrip  him,  till  he  reached  the  spun 
moonbeam  ;  and  then,  full  of  eagerness,  he  laid  hold 
of  it. 

At  once  he  was  drawn  up,  and  pulled  over  the 
edge  of  the  moon. 

"  Hah ! "  said  the  grey  old  man  then,  "  who  are 
you  ? " 

"  I  have  come  to  give  you  the  word  of  release, 
and  to  claim  the  reward," 

"  You  shall  have  it.     What  is  the  word  ? " 

"  Bondricasfusbos." 

"  Bondricasfusbos ! "  repeated  the  Man  in  the 
Moon.  "  And  now,  sir,  please  to  take  my  place, 
and  look  after  my  dog.  I  am  free,  but  you  must 
remain.  Now  another  word  has  been  framed,  and 
till  that  word  has  been  discovered,  and  you  have 
learned  and  repeated  it,  here  you  remain,  and  the 
whole  silver  moon  is  yours." 

Then  he  bowed,  said  good-bye  to  the  dog,  and 
went  over  the  edge  of  the  moon. 

And  in  the  moon  sits  now  the  farmer,  and  there 
he  will  sit  till  someone  finds  the  word  of  release  and 
conveys  it  to  him,  and  takes  his  place. 

Now  when  Noyalen  heard  this  story,  her  eyes 
danced  and  sparkled  ;  but  presently  an  expression 
of  sadness  came  into  them.  She  held  the  chalice 
of  gold  to  the  lips  of  Mr.  Toope,  and  he  tasted,  and 
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lo !  at  once  there  ran  through  his  arteries  a  flash  of 
fire,  and  he  felt  that  he  was  young. 

The  sap  of  Hfe  flowed  freely  and  full  through  his 
veins,  and  he  felt  towards  the  beautiful  fairy  Noyalen 
an  inexpressible  tenderness,  the  like  of  which  he  had 
not  felt  before. 

"  The  time  has  come,"  said  the  king  of  the  pixies, 
"  that  we  must  part ;  I  smell  the  breath  of  the  morn- 
ing.    The  crock  of  gold  is  yours  ;  take  it." 

Then  the  schoolmaster  took  the  vessel,  but  he  did 
not  look  at  it ;  he  looked  at  the  full  eyes  of  the 
princess,  and  his  heart  grew  heavy  and  sad. 

She  whispered  to  him — 

"  When  you  desire  to  return  to  us,  when  you  find 
life  among  gross  men  unbearable,  then  go  forth  in 
the  early  morning,  shake  dew  from  the  gorse  bushes 
into  the  bowl  and  drink,  and  then " 

But  he  heard  no  more.  At  once  it  was  as  though 
smoke  passed  before  his  eyes,  and  he  saw  nothing, 
heard  nothing,  till  he  opened  his  eyes  as  one  awaken- 
ing out  of  a  dream,  and  lo !  the  sun  was  rising  above 
the  hills  to  the  east  as  a  golden  spark ;  he  was  shiver- 
ing with  cold,  and  his  head  was  wet  with  dew. 

He  stood  up  and  looked  about  him.  He  saw  now 
distinctly  as  he  had  never  seen  before,  he  heard  the 
larks  trilling  in  the  sky,  his  back  was  straight,  and 
his  legs  nimble,  and  in  his  hand  he  held  the  crock  of 
gold,  smitten  with  the  first  ray  of  the  rising  sun  and 
shining  like  fire. 
R 


242  BRAINS-IN-HIS-TOES 

What  had  been  experienced  was  no  dream.  He 
felt  that  he  was  young  again  ;  he  started  to  run,  and 
he  leapt  a  brook,  then  turned,  sought  a  place  where 
the  stream  formed  a  pool,  and  in  it  looked  at  his  face 
there  reflected.  It  was  fresh  and  handsome.  He 
was  in  verity  a  young  man  once  more,  but  a  young 
man  very  different  from  what  he  had  once  been. 

He  walked  forward,  singing  on  his  way,  to  Tavi- 
stock, with  the  crock  of  gold  concealed  in  his 
bundle. 

On  reaching  the  town,  he  inquired  about  the 
school,  and  was  told  that  the  whole  body  of  trustees 
was  summed  up  in  one  man — the  portreeve. 

To  him  Jeremiah  Toope  went,  and  when  the 
portreeve  saw  him,  he  very  willingly  gave  him  the 
appointment,  and  he  became  schoolmaster  at  Tavi- 
stock. 

Moreover,  the  portreeve  was  very  courteous  to  him, 
and  bade  him  dine  with  him  as  oft  as  he  liked. 

So  all  went  smoothly  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  but  then 
there  came  a  ruffle,  and  the  portreeve  no  more  smiled 
on  Mr.  Toope,  but  bit  his  thumb  at  him,  frowned,  and 
shook  his  head. 

This  made  the  schoolmaster  unhappy,  and  he 
plucked  up  courage  one  day  to  go  to  the  portreeve's 
house,  and  inquire  of  him  in  what  way  he  had 
offended. 

That  gentleman  answered,  "  I  will  be  frank  with 
you.     You  owe  your  appointment  solely  to  me.     I 
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gave  it  you,  and  I  expect  a  return.  I  have  seven 
marriageable  and  unmarried  daughters.  It  is  alto- 
gether unreasonable  and  unnecessary  that  I  should 
be  cumbered  with  them  all.  I  cannot  ask  of  you  to 
take  to  you  more  than  one ;  but  I  do  expect,  seeing 
what  are  your  obligations  to  me,  that  you  will  reduce 
the  number  on  my  hands  to  six.  Take  one  or 
relinquish  your  position." 

Mr.  Toope  did  not  speak  for  amazement. 

Then  said  the  portreeve,  "  I  will  order  them  in  and 
make  all  seven  pass  before  you.  Throw  your  glove 
at  her  whom  you  choose." 

He  gave  the  requisite  orders,  and  in  ten  minutes 
the  daughters  entered  in  file. 

The  first  was  of  a  sour  aspect,  very  stiff  in  back  and 
wooden  in  all  her  movements. 

She  passed  on. 

The  second  came  in  tripping  and  chirping  "  I  'd 
be  a  butterfly  born  in  an  hour." 

She  passed  on.  Mr.  Toope  thought  her  unduly 
frivolous. 

The  third  was  pretty,  but  so  extremely  self-con- 
scious that  her  every  movement  was  rendered  uneasy 
through  affectation. 

She  passed  on.  "  Reality,"  said  Toope,  "  not  sham, 
for  me." 

The  fourth  was  a  slattern  ;  her  dress  was  burst  at 
the  seams,  and  the  braid  of  her  skirt  hung  down  in  a 
loop  behind. 
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She  passed  on.     Mr,  Toope  frowned. 

The  fifth  was  vastly  ugly,  and  stupid  withal. 

"  She  requires  drawing  out,"  said  her  father. 

Jeremiah  was  not  inclined  to  take  the  trouble  to 
do  this,  so  he  allowed  her  also  to  go  forward. 

The  sixth  was  a  blue-stocking ;  she  affected  to  be 
learned,  and  wrote  Kikero  where  ordinary  mortals 
write  Cicero,  and  could  not  bring  herself  to  speak 
of  an  Anglo-Saxon  King  Ethelbert  as  other  than 
yEthelberht,  and  a  queen  Elgiva  as  other  than 
Aelfgifu. 

Jeremiah  turned  his  chair  about  with  a  sense  of 
loathing. 

The  seventh  was  a  chatterbox,  but  she  had  no  other 
subject  of  talk  than  the  delinquencies  of  her  neigh- 
bours; she  was  an  inveterate  fault-finder  and  scandal- 
monger. 

"No  thank  you,"  said  Jeremiah,  and  let  her  pass  on. 

"  Well,"  said  the  portreeve,  "  you  have  not  cast 
your  glove." 

"  N-n-o,"  answered  Jeremiah  sadly. 

"  Then,"  said  the  portreeve,  "  I  withdraw  from  you 
the  Grammar  School.  Leave  the  place  at  a  month's 
notice." 

Thus  Jeremiah  Toope  was  again  adrift.  But  how 
could  he  choose  one  of  those  seven  damsels  offered  to 
him,  when  all  the  while  before  his  mind's  eye  he  saw 
the  pleading  face  of  the  fairy  Noyalen,  and  her  blue 
eyes  intently  fixed  upon  him  ? 
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Mr.  Toope  walked  disconsolately  back  to  the 
school-house,  and  began  to  pack  up  his  books.  What 
books  he  had  there  !  What  stores  of  stories  !  Not 
once  had  he  been  asked  to  tell  any  of  these  latter  to 
his  pupils  in  the  school.  But  then,  he  had  not  sought 
to  win  their  ears,  so  full  was  his  mind  of  the  pixies 
on  the  moor.     Presently  he  lit  on  the  gold  crock. 

He  held  it  in  his  hand,  and  fell  into  deep  thought. 
Still  thinking,  he  left  the  house,  holding  it ;  lost  in  a 
dream  he  went  away,  up  on  to  the  moor,  where  the  bees 
were  humming,  gathering  honey  from  the  sweet  gorse 
flowers.  Wrapped  in  thought,  Jeremiah  put  his  gold 
vessel  under  a  branch  of  gorse  and  shook  the  plant. 
At  once  a  number  of  dewdrops  fell  from  it  into  the 
bowl.  He  sipped — he  was  still  in  a  dream — and  no 
sooner  had  he  drunk  than  he  vanished  clean  away, 
disappeared  from  the  sight  and  knowledge  of  men, 
and  has  never  been  seen  or  heard  of  since. 

It  is  thought  that  he  has  gone  to  the  Pixy  land, 
has  married  the  Princess  Noyalen,  and  has  become 
a  Pixy,  and  has  ceased  to  be  a  Mortal. 


NOTES 


I.  Princess  Rosalind. 

All  the  first  part  to  the  return  of  the  princess  is  from  "  The 
Ballad  of  the  Outlandish  Knight."  One  evening  on  Dartmoor 
in  a  kitchen  I  heard  a  moorman,  named  Gregory,  sing  a 
version  of  this  ballad  that  was  new  to  me.  The  knight  was 
not  an  outlandish  man,  but  a  "fiend-knight,"  and  the  verses 
were  a  variation  on  the  stall-printed  copies.  Immediately  after 
he  had  done,  another  man,  named  Setter,  said  that  he  knew 
the  ballad,  but  it  was  not  as  Gregory  sang  it ;  and  he  chanted 
the  well-known  "  Ballad  of  the  Outlandish  Knight."  I  have 
tacked  on  another  story  to  the  first  part  so  as  to  complete  the 
tale,  which  in  its  original  form  is  fragmentary. 

II.  Jack  Horner. 

The  old  chapbook  history  of  Jack  Horner  was  printed  in 
London  in  1750,  at  Newcastle  in  1770,  and  there  were  also 
Glasgow  editions. 

In  the  original  there  is  no  background  out  of  which  the 
several  adventures  spring.  They  are  detached.  I  have  sup- 
plied this  by  the  introduction  of  "The  Gold-Leaf  Shadow." 

III.  Heming. 

The  "Deeds  of  Heming"  is  a  short  Icelandic  saga,  of  which 
one  MS.  belongs  to  a.d.  1334,  but  the  story  is  far  older,  and 
forms  the  basis  of  several  Faroese  and  Norse  ballads.  It  is 
certainly  founded  on  some  historic  grounds,  but  the  contest 
between  Heming  and  King  Harald  Hardrede  is  copied  from 
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that  of  Endrid  and  King  Olaf  Tryggvason.  The  saga  is, 
moreover,  incomplete.  As  it  stands,  there  is  no  explanation 
why  Aslak  should  have  sent  his  son  away  north  to  the  Finns  ; 
nor  any  motive  given  for  King  Harald's  barbarity  towards 
Heming;  nor,  indeed,  for  his  determination  to  have  him 
brought  before  him.  Both  these  matters  must  have  existed 
in  the  earliest  form  of  the  story.  I  have  ventured  to  restore 
them.  The  incident  of  the  apparition  of  Odin  is  taken  from  the 
saga  of  King  Olaf  Tryggvason  and  from  that  of  King  Olaf  the 
Saint,  the  brother  of  Harald  Hardrede.  Another  obvious  gap 
in  the  Icelandic  saga  is  this  : — King  Harald  remarks  that 
Heming's  arrows  are  inlaid  with  gold  ;  and  there  all  ends. 
There  is  a  hasty  conclusion  of  the  story  telling  how  Heming 
dealt  Harald  his  death-wound  in  the  battle  of  Stamford 
Bridge,  and  this  we  know  was  through  an  arrow  shot  from  the 
English  host.  Here  again  I  have  connected  the  two  circum- 
stances as  they  must  have  stood  in  the  original  story.  In  the 
Tell  legend  Tell  retains  an  arrow,  after  having  aimed  at 
the  apple,  and  when  asked  why  he  has  done  this,  says  that 
it  was  for  Gessler  in  the  event  of  his  having  killed  his  brother. 
This  incident,  which  surely  occurred  in  the  Heming's  saga  in 
its  original  form,  has  also  dropped  out,  and  I  have  restored 
it.  The  "Heming's  Thattr "  was  first  published  in  1855,  at 
Reykjaveh,  in  a  collection  called  Sex  Sbgn  Thaetter^  but  this 
is  scarce  and  difficult  to  procure.  It  was  reprinted  by  Mobius 
in  his  Analecta  Norrccna,  Leipzig,  1859.  The  account  of  the 
battle  of  Stamford  Bridge  is  in  the  Hciinskringla  of  Snorro, 
and  also  in  the  saga  of  Harald  Sigardson  {Forti  Mantia  Sogur 
vi.,  caps.  118,  119). 

An  Aslak,  a  bonder,  is  mentioned  in  the  sagas  of  King  Harald, 
as  also  the  visit  of  Odd  the  Icelander,  and  a  quarrel  with  the 
king  relative  to  trading  with  the  Finns  in  the  north  without 
his  leave ;  but  Heming  is  not  mentioned.  Odd  Ufeig's  son  is 
also  mentioned  in  the  "  Grettis  Saga  "  and  the  "  Bandamanna 
Saga,"  and  is  altogether  a  historical  personage.  The  latter 
saga  relates  a  good  deal  about  him. 

The  story  has  never  been  translated  from  the  Icelandic. 
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IV.  Cleomene. 
This  story  Jeremiah  must  have  composed  himself. 

V.  The  Ash-Maid. 

The  only  existing  copy  of  the  Enghsh  lay  of  Le  Frain  is  in 
the  Auchinleck  MS.,  in  the  Advocates'  Library,  Edinburgh,  but 
is,  unfortunately,  like  every  other  poem  in  that  valuable  collec- 
tion, incomplete.  It  can,  however,  be  completed,  as  far  as  the 
story  goes,  from  Marie  of  France's  Lai  le  Freisne,  of  whose 
compositions  only  one  MS.  is  known  to  exist,  and  that  is  in  the 
British  Museum.  It  was  dedicated  apparently  to  our  Henry 
III.,  and  was  a  Norman-French  rendering  of  Welsh  ballads. 

The  tale  is  a  very  general  one  ;  it  is  that  which  is  given  as 
the  mythical  origin  of  the  Guelfs.  The  story  is  this  :  At  the 
end  of  the  eighth  century  Count  Isenbard,  of  Altdorff,  one  of 
Charlemagne's  generals,  espoused  Irmengard,  the  sister  of  the 
Empress  Hildegard.  Irmengard  having  one  day  heard  that  a 
woman  had  borne  three  children  at  a  birth,  persuaded  her  hus- 
band to  order  them  to  be  drowned.  Isenbard  was  sent  on  an 
expedition.  Shortly  after  his  departure  his  wife  gave  birth  to 
twelve  boys  at  once.  Terrified  at  the  judgment  she  had  passed 
on  herself,  she  persuaded  an  old  nurse  to  drown  eleven  of  the 
children.  In  the  meantime,  at  the  solicitation  of  Isenbard,  the 
emperor  allowed  him  to  return.  On  his  way  home  he  met  the 
old  woman  going  to  do  her  office,  and  asked  her  what  burden 
she  had  upon  her  back.  She  answered  they  were  young  whelps 
which  she  was  ordered  to  drown. 

The  count  insisting  on  seeing  them,  the  old  woman  confessed 
the  whole  affair,  upon  which  he  ordered  her  to  conceal  the 
discovery  from  his  wife.  The  children  were  bred  up  at  the 
house  of  a  miller.  When  they  were  six  years  old  the  count 
introduced  them  at  a  feast.  Their  similarity  to  the  twelfth,  who 
had  been  bred  at  home,  greatly  astonished  the  guests.  Isenbard 
then  demanded,  "What  does  the  mother  deserve  who  intended 
to  murder  her  children?"  Irmengard  swooned  at  the  feet  of 
her  husband,  and  prayed  his  forgiveness,  which  he  granted  her. 
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In  commemoration  of  the  adventure  he  denominated  his  sons 
The  Young  Whelps.  Eleven  of  them  died  without  heirs.  The 
twelfth,  who  had  been  retained  by  his  mother,  is  said  to  have 
been  father  to  Judith,  second  queen  to  Louis  I.,  successor  to 
Charlemagne,  to  Conrad,  ancestor  of  Hugh  Capet,  and  to 
Rudolf,  founder  of  the  houses  of  Brunswick  and  Hohen- 
zoUern. 

Similar  tales  are  found  elsewhere.  The  same  story  is  found 
in  Devonshire,  and  has  been  worked  up  by  Mrs.  Bray  in  her 
Peep  at  the  Pixies.  The  English  lay  has  been  published  by 
H.  Weber  in  his  Metrical  Ro?nances  of  the  thirteenth,  fourteeftfh, 
and  fifteenth  centuries,  Edinburgh,  1810.  The  liberties  I  have 
taken  with  the  story  are  \'ery  slight  ;  the  reason  for  them  will 
be  obvious  to  anyone  who  studies  the  original  and  considers 
who  will  be  the  readers  of  this  book. 

VI.  Patient  Helen. 

The  story  of  Patient  Helen  is  taken  from  the  old  romance  of 
La  Belle  Helene.  The  fair  Helen  was,  no  doubt,  originally 
intended  to  be  S.  Helena,  wife  of  Constantius  Chlorus,  and 
mother  of  Constantine.  All  kinds  of  fables  circulated  con- 
cerning her  in  the  Middle  Ages.  She  was  said  to  have  been 
daughter  of  Coel,  King  of  the  Trinobantes,  the  founder  of 
Colchester,  and  to  this  day  a  mound  at  Lexden,  forming  a 
portion  of  the  old  British  town,  is  called  "  King  Cole's 
Kitchen."  This  king  also  is  the  famous  King  Cole  "  who  was 
a  merry  old  soul,"  whose  memory  is  still  fragrant  in  our 
nurseries.  It  was  said  that  Helena  found  the  true  cross  at 
Jerusalem  by  digging  on  the  top  of  Calvary,  and  accordingly 
the  town  of  Colchester  bears  on  its  arms  the  cross,  with 
crowns  to  represent  that  inherited  by  S.  Helena  and  those 
acquired  by  her  union  with  Constantius.  In  the  romance 
every  trace  of  the  religious  aspect  of  the  story  has  disappeared. 
In  the  late  form  in  which  the  romance  has  come  to  us, 
Constantius  has  been  converted  into  Henry.  I  have  ventured 
to  restore  to  him  his  proper  name. 
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VII.  Flower-de-Luce. 

This  story  is  based  on  the  old  black-letter  ballad  of  "A 
Prince  of  England's  Courtship  to  the  King  of  France's 
Daughter,"  sung  to  the  tune  of  "  Crimson  Velvet."  It  was 
reprinted  in  A.  Phillips's  Collection  of  Old  Ballads,  London, 
1723,  vol.  i.  The  date  of  this  ballad  is  in  the  reign  of  James  I. 
It  is  probably  a  still  earlier  ballad  rewritten.  I  have  taken 
some  liberties  with  the  story.  In  the  original,  the  prince 
is  actually  slain  and  the  princess  marries  a  mere  forester, 
whom  the  king  creates  Earl  of  Flanders.  The  story  is  much 
improved  by  the  healing  of  the  prince  and  by  making  him 
become  a  forester.  I  have  added  a  few  other  touches,  which 
may  be  excused,  as  the  story  is  told  for  children. 

VIII.  The  Water  of  Light. 

Cannot  be  traced ;  apparently  a  product  of  the  brain  of 
Jeremiah. 

IX.  Generides. 

The  metrical  romance  of  Sir  Generydes  is  of  vast  length. 
Even  that  copy  published  by  the  Early  English  Text  Society 
which  is  without  a  portion  that  has  been  lost,  consists  of  6997 
lines.  The  romance  was  first  edited  by  Mr.  Furnival  for  the 
Roxburgh  Club  in  1866.  That  from  another  MS.  is  edited  by 
Mr.  Aldis  Wright,  1878.  No  traces  so  far  have  been  found 
of  it  in  old  French.  A  printed  edition  appeared  in  1569,  but 
no  copy  is  known  to  exist.  I  have  had  to  condense  the  story 
so  as  to  make  it  endurable  to  a  modern  reader. 

X.  Sir  Cleges. 

Sir  Cleges  is  one  of  the  few  English  fabliaux  that  exist.  It 
is  found  in  a  MS.  of  the  fourteenth  century,  and  was  printed 
by  Weber  in  Metrical  Romances,  18 10,  vol.  i. 

I  have  made  a  little  alteration  in  it.  Into  the  English  story 
the  royal  hawk  is  not  introduced  ;  but  in  Sachetti's  Novellt, 
written  about  1376,  occurs  the  same  story,  told  of  Philip  of 
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Valois,  and  the  hawk  occurs  in  this.  In  Sachetti's  story  a 
peasant  finds  the  hawk,  and  knowing  that  it  is  the  property 
of  the  king,  by  i\\&  Jleurs-de-lys  engraved  on  the  collar,  goes 
with  it  to  the  palace.  But  in  Sachetti's  tale  there  is  nothing 
about  the  cherries  at  Christmas.  The  English  story  is  full 
of  picturesqueness  of  detail. 

XI.  Heart  of  Ice. 

A  very  free  version  of  a  tale,  "  Short  Boots,"  in  A  New 
Collection  of  Fairy  Tales,  London,  1750.  I  have  followed 
the  outline  of  the  story. 

XII.  Brains-in-his-Toes. 

A  free  rendering  of  a  widespread  tale,  found  in  various  forms, 
in  the  Pantschatantra,  Tutinamch,  and  in  a  Bohemian  form  in 
Wenzig,  Westslawische  Miirchen,  Leipzig,  1857.  See  for  its 
many  variations,  Benfey,  Pantschatantra,  Leipzig,  1859,  I.  p.  510 
et  seq. 
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Travel  and  Adventure 

THE  HIGHEST  ANDES.  By  E.  A.  FitzGerald.  With 
Two  Maps,  51  Illustrations,  13  of  which  are  Photogravures,  and  a 
Panorama.     Royal  '6vo.     305.  net. 

Also,  a  Small  Edition  on  Handmade  Paper,  limited  to  50  Copies, 
Ato.     £s,  5x, 

A  narrative  of  the  highest  climb  yet  accomplished.  The  illustrations  have  been 
reproduced  with  the  greatest  care,  and  the  book,  in  addition  to  its  adventurous 
interest,  contains  appendices  of  great  scientific  value.  It  also  contains  a  very 
elaborate  map,  and  a  panorama, 

THROUGH  ASIA.  By  Sven  Hedin.  With  300  Illustrations 
from  Photographs  and  Sketches  by  the  Author,  and  3  Maps.  Second 
and  cheaper  Edition  in  16  Fortnightly  Parts  at  is.  each  net;  or  in 
two  volumes.  Royal  8vo.  20s.  jtet. 
Extracts  from  reviews  of  this  great  book,  which  The  Tijnes  has  called  'one  of  the 
best  books  of  the  century,' will  he  found  on  p.  15.  The  present  form  of  issue  places 
it  within  the  reach  of  buyers  of  moderate  means. 

THE  CAROLINE  ISLANDS  By  F.  W.  Christian.  With 
many  Illustrations  and  Maps.  De?>iy  8vo.  12s.  6d.  net. 
This  book  contains  a  history  and  complete  description  of  these  islands — their  physical 
features,  fauna,  flora;  the  habits,  and  religious  beliefs  of  the  inhabitants.  It  is 
the  result  of  many  years'  residence  among  the  natives,  and  is  the  only  worthy  work 
on  the  subject. 

THREE  YEARS  IN  SAVAGE  AFRICA.  By  Lionel  Decle. 
With  100  Illustrations  and  5  Maps.  Cheaper  Edition.  Demy  8vo. 
los.  6d.  net. 

A  NEW  RIDE  TO  KHIVA.  By  R.  L.  Jefferson.  With 
51  Illustrations.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 

The  account  of  an  adventurous  ride  on  a  bicycle  through  Russia  and  the  deserts  of 
Asia  to  Khiva. 

Poetry 

PRESENTATION     EDITIONS 

BARRACK-ROOM  BALLADS.  By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
6o//i  Thousand.     Crown  8vo.     Leather,  gili  top,  6s.  net. 

THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  By  Rudyard  Kipling.  50//^  Thousand. 
Crown  Zvo.     Leather,  gilt  top,  6s.  net. 
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ENGLISH     LYRICS.       Selected    and    arranged    by    W.    E. 
Henley.     Second  and  cheaper  Edition.    Crown  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

LYRA  FRIVOLA.     By  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A,,  Fellow  of  Mag- 
dalen College,  Oxford.     FoU  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
A  little  volume  of  occasional  verse,  chiefly  academic. 

XLbc  TMorhs  of  Sbaftespeare 
General  Editor,  Edward  Dowden,  Litt.  D. 
Messrs.  Methuen  have  in  preparation  an  Edition  of  Shakespeare  in 
single  Plays.     Each  play  will  be  edited  with  a  full  Introduction,  Textual 
Notes,  and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 
The  first  volume  will  be  : 

HAMLET.    Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.    Demy  Svo.    3s.  bd. 


History  and  Biography 

THE  LETTERS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

Arranged  and  Edited  with  Notes  by  Sidney  Colvin.     Demy  8vo. 
2  voh.     25J.  ?iet. 

These  highly  important  and  interesting  volumes  contain  the  correspondence  of 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson  from  his  eighteenth  year  to  almost  the  last  day  of  his  life, 
selected  and  edited,  with  notes  and  introductions,  by  Mr.  Sidney  Colvm,  his  most 
intimate  friend.  The  letters  are  very  various  in  subject  and  character,  being 
addressed  partly  to  his  family  and  private  friends,  and  partly  to  such  well  known 
living  or  lately  deceased  men  of  letters  as  Mr.  Hamerton,  Mr.  J.  A.  Symonds, 
Mr  Henry  James,  Mr.  James  Payn,  Dr.  Conan  Doyle,  Mr.  J.  M.  Barrie,  Mr. 
Edmund  Gosse,  Mr.  F.  Locker-Lampson,  Mr.  Cosmo  Monkhouse,  Mr.  Andrew 
Lang,  Mr.  W.  E.  Henley,  and  the  Editor  himself.  They  present  a  vivid  and 
brilliant  autobiographical  picture  of  the  mind  and  character  of  the  distinguished 
author.  It  was  originally  intended  that  a  separate  volume  containing  a  full 
narrative  and  critical  Life  by  the  Editor  should  appear  simultaneously  with  the 
letters,  and  form  part  of  the  work :  but  the  publication  of  this  has  for  various 
reasons  been  postponed. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  By  his  Son,  J.  G. 
MiLLAis.  With  over  300  Illustrations,  of  which  9  are  in  photo- 
gravure.    Two  vohimes.      Royal  2>vo,     325.  net. 

An  edition  limited  to  350  copies  will  also  be  printed.  This  will 
contain  22  of  Millais'  great  paintings  reproduced  in  photogravure, 
with  a  case  containing  an  extra  set  of  these  Photogravures  pulled  on 
India  paper.     The  price  of  this  edition  will  be  £^,  ^s.  net. 

In  these  two  magnificent  volumes  is  contained  the  authoritative  biogr.-iphy  of  the 
most  distinguished  and  popular  painter  of  the  last  half  of  the  century.  They 
contain  the  story  of  his  extraordinary  boyhood,  of  his  early  struggles  and 
triumphs,  of  the  founding  of  the  Pre-Raphaelite  Brotherhood,  now  first  given  to 
the  world  in  authentic  detail,  of  the  painting  of  most  of  his  famous  pictures,  of  his 
friendships  with  many  of  the  most  distinguished  men  of  the  day  in  art,  letters, 
and  politics,  of  his  borne  life,  and  of  bis  sporting  tastes.     There  are  a  large 
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number  of  letters  to  his  wife  describing  the  circumstances  under  which  his 
pictures  were  painted,  letters  from  Her  Majesty  the  Queen,  Lord  Beaconsfield, 
Mr.  Gladstone,  Mr.  Watts,  Sir  William  Harcourt,  Lord  Rosebery,  Lord 
Leighton,  etc.,  etc.  Among  them  are  several  illustrated  letters  from  Landseer, 
Leech,  Du  Maurier,  and  Mike  Halliday.  The  last  letter  that  Lord  Beacons- 
field  wrote  before  his  death  is  reproduced  in  fac-simile.  Mr.  Val  Prinsep  con- 
tributes his  reminiscences  of  Millais  in  a  long  and  most  interesting  chapter. 
Not  the  least  attractive  and  remarkable  feature  of  this  book  will  be  the  magnificence 
of  its  illustrations.  No  more  complete  representation  of  the  art  of  any  painter  has 
ever  been  produced  on  the  same  scale.  The  owners  of  Sir  John  Millais" 
most  famous  pictures  and  their  copyrights  have  generously  given  their  consent 
to  their  reproduction  in  his  biography,  and,  in  addition  to  those  pictures  with  which 
the  public  is  familiar,  over  two  hundred  pictures  and  sketches  which  have  never 
been  reproduced  before,  and  which,  in  all  probability,  will  never  be  seen 
again  by  the  general  public,  will  appear  in  these  pages.  The  early  chapters 
contain  sketches  made  by  Millais  at  the  age  of  seven.  There  follow  some 
exquisite  drawings  made  by  him  during  his  Pre-Raphaelite  period,  a  large 
number  of  sketches  and  studies  made  for  his  great  pictures,  water  colour 
sketches,  pen-and-ink  sketches,  and  drawings,  humorous  and  serious.  There  are 
ten  portraits  of  Millais  himself,  including  two  by  Mr.  Watts  and  Sir  Edward 
Burne  Jones.  There  is  a  portrait  of  Dickens,  taken  after  death,  and  a  sketch  of 
D.  G.  Rossetti.  Thus  the  book  will  be  not  only  a  biography  of  high  interest  and 
an  important  contribution  to  the  history  of  English  art,  but  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word,  a  beautiful  picture  book. 

THE  EXPANSION  OF  EGYPT.  A  Political  and  Historical 
Survey.  By  A.  SiLVA  White.  With  four  Special  Maps.  Demy 
8vo.     1 5  J.  net. 

This  is  an  account  of  the  political  situation  in  Egj'pt,  and  an  elaborate  description  of 
the  Anglo-Egyptian  Administration.  It  is  a  comprehensive  treatment  of  the  whole 
Egyptian  problem  by  one  who  has  studied  every  detail  on  the  spot. 

THE    VICAR    OF    MORWENSTOW.      A    Biography.       By 
S.  Baring  Gould,  M.  A.     A  new  and  revised  Edition.    With  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo.     ^s.  6d, 
This  is  a  completely  new  edition  of  the  well  known  biography  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 

A  CONSTITUTIONAL  AND  POLITICAL  HISTORY  OF 
ROME.  By  T.  M.  Taylor,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Gonville  and  Caius 
College,  Cambridge,  Senior  Chancellor's  Medallist  for  Classics, 
Porson  University  Scholar,  etc.,  etc.     Crown  8vo.     Js.  6d. 

An  account  of  the  origin  and  growth  of  the  Roman  Institutions,  and  a  discussion  of 
the  various  political  movements  in  Rome  from  the  earliest  times  to  the  death  of 
Augustus. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  CYPRUS.  By  John 
Hackett,  M.A.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo.  I2s. 
6d.  net. 

A  work  which  brings  together  all  that  is  known  on  the  subject  from  the  introduction 
of  Christianity  to  the  commencement  of  the  British  occupation.  A  separate 
division  deals  with  the  local  Latin  Church  during  the  period  of  the  Western 
Supremacy. 

BISHOP  LATIMER.  By  A.  J.  Carlyle,  M.A.  Crown  Svo. 
3  J.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion  Series. 
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Theology 


CHRISTIAN  MYSTICISM.  The  Bampton  Lectures  for  1899. 
By  W.  R.  Inge,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Hertford  College, 
Oxford.  Demy  Svo.  I2s.  6d.  net. 
A  complete  survey  of  the  subject  from  St.  John  and  St.  Paul  to  modern  times,  cover- 
ing the  Christian  Platonists,  Augustine,  the  Devotional  Mystics,  the  Mediaeval 
Mystics,  and  the  Nature  Mystics  and  Symbolists,  including  Bohme  and  Words- 
v/orth. 

A  BIBLICAL  INTRODUCTION.     By  W.  H.  Bennett,  M.A., 

and  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.      Crowji  Zvo.     "js.  6d. 
This  volume  furnishes  students  with  the  latest  results  in  biblical  criticism,  arranged 
methodically.     Each  book  is  treated  separately  as  to  date,  authorship,  etc. 

ST.  PAUL,  THE  MASTER-BUILDER.    By  Walter  Lock, 
D.  D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.     Crown  Svo.     3^-.  6d. 
An  attempt  to  popularise  the  recent  additions  to  our  knowledge  of  St.  Paul  as  a 
missionary,  a  statesman  and  an  ethical  teacher. 

THE   OECUMENICAL   DOCUMENTS    OF  THE  FAITH. 

Edited  with  Introductions  and  Notes  by  T.  Herbert  Bindley, 
B.  D. ,  Merton  College,  Oxford,  Principal  of  Codrington  College  and 
Canon  of  Barbados,  and  sometime  Examining  Chaplain  to  the  Lord 
Bishop.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  CREED  OF  NICAEA.  THE  TOME  OF  LEO. 

three  EPISTLES  OF  CYRIL.    THE  CHALCEDONIAN  DEFINITION. 

XLbc  Cburcbman's  asible 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D.,  Examining  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop 
of  Aberdeen. 
Messrs.  Methuen  propose  to  issue  a  series  of  expositions  upon  most 
of  the  books  of  the  Bible.  The  volumes  will  be  practical  and  devotional 
rather  than  critical  in  their  purpose,  and  the  text  of  the  authorised  version 
will  be  explained  in  sections  or  paragraphs,  which  will  correspond  as  far 
as  possible  with  the  divisions  of  the  Church  Lectionary. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  TO  THE  GALATIANS. 
Explained  by  A.  W.  Robinson,  B.D.,  Vicar  of  All  Hallows,  Bark- 
ing.    Fcap.  Svo,     is.  6d.  net.     Leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

ECCLESIASTES.  Explained  by  W.  A.  Streane,  M.A. 
Fcp.  Svo.     is.  6d.  net.     Leather,  -25.  6d.  net. 

Zhc  Cburcbman's  ILlbrarg 

Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D, 

THE    WORKMANSHIP    OF    THE    PRAYER  BOOK :    Its 
Literary   and    Liturgical   Aspects.       By  J.   DoWDEN,   D.  D.,  Lord 
Bishop  of  Edinburgh.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  6d. 
This    volume,  avoiding  questions  of  controversy,  exhibits  the  liturgical  aims  and 
literary  methods  of  the  authors  of  the  Prayer  Book. 
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Po(i  8vo.     Cloth  25. ;    leather  2s,  6d.  net. 
NEW  VOLUMES. 

A  SERIOUS   CALL   TO   A   DEVOUT  AND  HOLY  LIFE. 
By  William  Law.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D., 
late  Student  of  Christ  Church. 
This  is  a  reprint,  word  for  word  and  line  for  line,  of  the  Editio  Princeps. 

THE    TEMPLE.     By  George  Herbert.     Edited,  with    an 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 

This  edition  contains  Walton's  Life  of  Herbert,  and  the  text  is  that  of  the  first 
edition. 


Science 


THE  SCIENTIFIC  STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  By  J.  E.  Marr, 
Fellow  of  St  John's  College,  Cambridge.  Illustrated.  Crown  Svo. 
6s. 

An  elementary  treatise  on  geomorphology — the  study  of  the  earth's  outward  forms. 
It  is  for  the  use  of  students  of  physical  geography  and  geology,  and  will  also  be 
highly  interesting  to  the  general  reader. 

A   HANDBOOK   OF   NURSING.      By  M.  N.   Oxford,  of 
Guy's  Hospital.     Crown  Svo.     35.  6d. 

This  is  a  complete  guide  to  the  science  and  art  of  nursing,  containing  copious 
instruction  both  general  and  particular. 


Classical 


THE  NICOMACHEAN  ETHICS  OF  ARISTOTLE.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  John  Burnet,  M.A.,  Professor 
of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews.     DemyZvo.     iSs.net. 

This  edition  contains  parallel  passages  from  the  Eudemian  Ethics,  printed  under  the 
text,  and  there  is  a  full  commentary,  the  main  object  of  which  is  to  interpret 
difficulties  in  the  light  of  Aristotle's  own  rules. 

THE  CAPTIVI  OF  PLAUTUS.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
Textual  Notes,  and  a  Commentary,  by  W.  M.  Lindsay,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.     Demy  Zvo.     \os.  6d.  net. 

For  this  edition  all  the  important  mss.  have  been  re-collated.  An  appendix  deals 
with  the  accentual  element  in  early  Latin  verse.     The  Commentary  is  very  full. 

ZACHARIAH  OF  MITYLENE.  Translated  into  English  by 
F.  J.  Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  E.  W.  Brooks.  Demy  8vo.  12s.  6d. 
net.  [Byzantint  Texts, 
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Zbc  Xlbrarg  of  Sport 

THE  ART  AND  PRACTICE  OF  HAWKING.  By  E.  B. 
Mitchell.  Illustrated  by  G.  E.  Lodge  and  others.  Demy  ?,vo. 
los.  (yd. 
A  complete  description  of  the  Hawks,  Falcons,  and  Eagles  used  in  ancient  and 
modern  times,  with  directions  for  their  training  and  treatment.  It  is  not  only  a 
historical  account,  but  a  complete  practical  guide. 

THOUGHTS  ON  HUNTING.  By  Peter  Beckford.  Edited 
by  J.  Otho  Paget,  and  Illustrated  by  G.  H.  Jalland.  Demy  8vo. 
los.  6d. 
This  edition  of  one  of  the  most  famous  classics  of  sport  contains  an  introduction  and 
many  footnotes  by  Mr.  Paget,  and  is  thus  brought  up  to  the  standard  of  modern 
knowledge. 


General  Literature 


THE  BOOK  OF  THE  WEST.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Two  volumes.  Vol.  i.  Devon.  Vol.  II. 
Cornwall.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 

PONS   ASINORUM;    OR,   A    GUIDE   TO    BRIDGE.      By 

A.  riuLME  Beaman.     Fcap.  Svo.     2S. 
A  practical  guide,  with  many  specimen  games,  to  the  new  game  of  Bridge. 

TENNYSON  AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.  By  Charles 
F.  G.  Masterman.     Crown  Svo,     6s. 

XLbc  %ittte  ©uiDes 

Foi(  Svo,  cloth  TyS.  ;  leather,  ■^s.  6d.  net. 
NEW  VOLUME. 

SHAKESPEARE'S   COUNTRY.     By  B.  C.  Windle,  F.R.S., 
M.A.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Uniform  with  Mr.  Wells'  '  Oxford  '  and  Mr.  Thomson's  '  Cambridge. 

Methuen's  Standard  Library 

THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.     Edited  by  J.  B.  Bury,  LL.D.,  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,    Dublin.     In  Seven  Volumes.     Demy  Svo,  gilt  top. 
Ss.  6d.  each.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  each.      Vol.  VII. 
The  concluding  Volume  of  this  Edition. 

THE  DIARY  OF  THOMAS  ELLWOOD.     Edited  by  G.  C. 
Crump,  M.A.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
This  edition  is  the  only  one  which  contains  the  complete  book  as  originally  pub- 
lished.    It  contains  a  long  introduction  and  many  footnotes. 
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LA    COMMEDIA    DI    DANTE    ALIGHIERI.      Edited    by 
Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

This  edition  of  the  Italian  text  of  the  Divine  Comedy,  founded  on  Witte's  minor 
edition,  carefully  revised,  is  issued  in  commemoration  of  the  sixth  century  of 
Dante's  journey  through  the  three  kingdoms  of  the  other  world. 


Illustrated  and   Gift   Books 

THE    LIVELY  CITY  OF   LIGG.      By  Gellett  Burgess. 
With  many  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Small  ^to.     3j-.  6d. 

THE  PHIL  MAY  ALBUM,     ^to.     7s.  bd.  net. 

This  highly  interesting  volume  contains  loo  drawings  by  Mr.   Phil  May,  and   is 
representative  of  his  earliest  and  finest  work. 

ULYSSES  ;  OR,  DE  ROUGEMONT  OF  TROY.      Described 
and  depicted  by  A.  H.  Milne.     Small  quarto.     31.  6d. 
The  adventures  of  Ulysses,  told  in  humorous  verse  and  pictures. 

THE  CROCK  OF  GOLD.     Fairy  Stories  told  by  S.  Baring 
Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

TOMMY     SMITH'S     ANIMALS.        By    EdmUxND     Selgus. 
Illustrated  by  G.  W.  Ord.     Fcp.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
A  little  book  designed  to  teach  children  respect  and  reverence  for  animals. 

A    BIRTHDAY    BOOK.     With   a  Photogravure   Frontispiece. 
Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 

This  is  a  birthday-book  of  exceptional  dignity,  and  the  extracts  have  been  chosen 

with  particular  care. 
The  three  passages  for  each  day  bear  a  certain  relation  to  each  other,  and  form  a 

repertory  of  sententious  wisdom  from  the  best  authors  living  or  dead. 


Educational 


PRACTICAL  PHYSICS.  By  H.  Stroud,  D.  Sc,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Physics  in  the  Durham  College  of  Science,  Newcastle-on- 
Tyne.     Fully  illustrated.     Crowti  Svo.     3 J.  6d. 

{^Textbooks  of  Technology. 

GENERAL  ELEMENTARY  SCIENCE.  By  J.  T.  Dunn, 
D.  Sc,  and  V.  A.  MUNDELLA.  With  many  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo. 
2s.  6d.  IMethuetis  Science  Primers. 


\ 
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THE  METRIC  SYSTEM.    ByLEON  Delbos.    Cro'W7iZvo.    is. 

A  theoretical  and  practical  guide,  for  use  in  elementary  schools  and  by  the  general 
reader. 

A   SOUTH   AFRICAN   ARITHMETIC.     By   Henry   Hill, 
B.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Worcester  School,  Cape  Colony.     Crown 
8vo.     3^.  6d. 
This  book  has  been  specially  written  for  use  in  South  African  schools. 

A  KEY  TO  STED MAN'S  EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES.     By 

C.  G.  BoTTiNG,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     31.  ne(. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  By 
G.  RoDWELL,  B.A.  With  a  Preface  by  WALTER  Lock,  D.D., 
Warden  of  Keble  College.     Fca/>.  8vo.     35-.  6d. 

EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  By 
J.  Tait  Wardlaw,  B.A.,  King's  College,  Cambridge.  Crown 
8vo.     2s.  6d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Selected  by  E.  C.  Marchant, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  and  Assistant  Master  at 
St.  Paul's  School.     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d, 

CICERO  DE  OFFICIIS.  Translated  by  G.  B.  Gardiner, 
M.A.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.  \_Classical  Translations. 


tibe  1Rovel6  ot  Cbarles  2)ickens 

Crown  8vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth  35. ,  leather  a^s.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  have  in  preparation  an  edition  of  those  novels  of  Charles 
Dickens  which  have  now  passed  out  of  copyright.  Mr.  George  Gissing, 
whose  critical  study  of  Dickens  is  both  sympathetic  and  acute,  has  written 
an  Introduction  to  each  of  the  books,  and  a  very  attractive  feature  of  this 
edition  will  be  the  illustrations  of  the  old  houses,  inns,  and  buildings,  which 
Dickens  described,  and  which  have  now  in  many  instances  disappeared 
under  the  touch  of  modern  civilisation.  Another  valuable  feature  will  be 
a  series  of  topographical  and  general  notes  to  each  book  by  Mr.  F.  G.  Kitton. 
The  books  will  be  produced  with  the  greatest  care  as  to  printing,  paper 
and  binding. 

The  first  volumes  will  be  : 

TPIE   PICKWICK   PAPERS.      With   Illustrations  by   E.    H.    New. 
Two  Voltwies. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.      With   Illustrations   by    R.   J.  Williams. 
Two  'Volumes. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.      With  Illustrations  by  Beatrice  Alcock.       Two 

Volumes. 

OLIVER  TWIST.     With  Illustrations  by  E.  H.  New.     Two  Volumes. 

A  2 
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PoU  8vo.     Each  Volume,  clolh  \s.  6d.  net.  ;  leather  2S.  6d.  net. 

Messrs.  Methuen  intend  to  produce  a  series  of  small  books  under  the 
above  title,  containing  some  of  the  famous  books  in  English  and  other 
literatures,  in  the  domains  of  fiction,  poetry,  and  belles  lettres.  The  series 
will  also  contain  several  volumes  of  selections  in  prose  and  verse. 

The  books  will  be  edited  with  the  most  sympathetic  and  scholarly  care. 
Each  one  will  contain  an  Introduction  which  will  give  (i)  a  short  biography 
of  the  author,  (2)  a  critical  estimate  of  the  book.  Where  they  are  neces- 
sary, short  notes  will  be  added  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

The  Little  Library  will  ultimately  contain  complete  sets  of  the  novels 
of  W.  M.  Thackeray,  Jane  Austen,  the  sisters  Bronte,  Mrs.  Gaskell  and 
others.  It  will  also  contain  the  best  work  of  many  other  novelists  whose 
names  are  household  words. 

Each  book  will  have  a  portrait  or  frontispiece  in  photogravure,  and  the 
volumes  will  be  produced  with  great  care  in  a  style  uniform  with  that  of 
'  The  Library  of  Devotion.' 

The  first  volumes  will  be  : 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  LYRICS.     With  Notes. 

PRIDE  AND   PREJUDICE.     By  Jane  Austen.      With   an 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  V.  LuCAS.      Two  Volumes. 

VANITY  FAIR.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray.     With  an  Introduction 
by  S.  GwYNN.      Three  Volujiies. 

PENDENNIS.     By  W.  M.  Thackeray.     With  an  Introduction 
by  S.  GwYNN.      Three  volumes. 

EOTHEN.     By  A.  W.  Kinglake.      With  an    Introduction  and 
Notes. 

CRANFORD.      By  Mrs.   Gaskell.     With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.     Translated  by  H.  F.   Gary. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Paget  Toynbee. 

JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN.     By  Mrs.  Craik.    With 
an  Introduction  by  Annie  Matheson.      Two  volumes. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNYSON. 
Edited  by  J.  C.  Collins,  M.A. 

THE  PRINCESS.    By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.    Edited  by 
Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 
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MAUD,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.    By  Alfred,  Lord  Tenny- 
son.    Edited  by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 

IN  MEMORIAM.    By  ALFRED,  Lord  Tennyson.    Edited  by 
ir.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  SCOTTISH  LYRICS.     Arranged  and 
Edited  by  T.  F.  Henderson. 

Fiction 

THE  KING'S  MIRROR.    By  Anthony  Hope.  CrownZvo.  6s. 

THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE.      By  GEORGE  GiSSING,  Author  of 
'  Demos,'  '  The  Town  Traveller,'  etc.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

A    NEW  VOLUME   OF  WAR    STORIES.      By    Stephen 

Crane,  Author  of  '  The  Red  Badge  of  Courage.'     Crown  Zvo.     ds. 

THE  STRONG  ARM.     By  Robert  Barr.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 

TO  LONDON  TOWN.    By  Arthur  Morrison,  Author  of 
*  Tales  of  Mean  Streets,'  '  A  Child  of  the  Jago,'  etc.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 

ONE  HOUR  AND   THE   NEXT.      By  The  Duchess  of 
Sutherland.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

SIREN  CITY.     By  Benjamin  Swift,  Author  of  '  Nancy  Noon.' 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

VENGEANCE  IS  MINE.     By  Andrew  Balfour,  Author  of 
'By  Stroke  of  Sword.'    Illustrated.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

PRINCE  RUPERT  THE  BUCCANEER.    By  C.  J.  Cutcliffe 

Hyne,  Author  of  '  Captain  Kettle,'  etc.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

PABO   THE   PRIEST.      By    8.    Baring   Gould,   Author  of 
'  Mehalah,' etc.     Illustrated.     CrownSvo.     6s, 

GILES  INGILBY.    By  W.  E.  Norris.    Illustrated.    CrownSvo. 
6s. 

THE   PATH   OF  A  STAR.      By  Sara  Jeanette  Duncan, 
Author  of  '  A  Voyage  of  Consolation.'    Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

THE  HUMAN  BOY.     By  Eden  Philpotts,  Author  of  '  Chil- 
dren of  the  Mist.'     With  a  Frontispiece.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
A  series  of  English  schoolboy  stories,  the  result  of  keen  observation,  and  of  a  most 
engaging  wit. 

THE   HUMAN   INTEREST.     By  Violet  Hunt,  Author  of 
'  A  Hard  Woman,'  etc.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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AN  ENGLISHMAN.     By  Mary  L.  Pendered.     Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 

A  GENTLEMAN  PLAYER.    By  R.  N.  Stephens,  Author  of 
'An  Enemy  to  the  King.'     Cro7vn  87J0.     6s. 

DANIEL  WHYTE.     By  A.  J.  Dawson,  Author  of  '  Bismillah.' 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

B  IRcw  BMtion  of  tbe  IRovels  of  /llbaric  Corelli 

This  New  Edition  is  in  a  more  convenient  form  than  the  Library  Edition,  and 
is  issued  in  a  new  and  specially  designed  cover. 

In  Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  65.     Leather,  6s.  net. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS.   1  THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH. 

WORMWOOD. 
BARABBAS  :  A  DREAM  OF  THE 

WORLD'S  TRAGEDY. 
THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN. 


VENDETTA. 
THELMA. 

ARDATH  :    THE    STORY    OF    A 
DEAD  SELF. 


ZTbe  IRovelist 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  making  an  interesting  experiment  which  con- 
stitutes a  fresli  departure  in  pubhshing.  They  are  issuing  under  the  above 
general  title  a  Monthly  Series  of  New  Fiction  by  popular  authors  at 
the  price  of  Sixpence.  Each  Number  is  as  long  as  the  average 
Six  Shilling  Novel.  The  first  numbers  of  '  The  Novelist  '  are  as 
follows  : — 


I.  DEAD  MEN  TELL  NO  TALES. 
II.  JENNIE  BAXTER,  JOURNALIST. 

III.  THE  INCA'S  TREASURE. 

IV.  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE. 
V.  FURZE  BLOOM. 

VI.  BUNTER'S  CRUISE. 
VII.   THE  GAY  DECEIVERS. 
VIIL  A  NEW  NOVEL. 


E.   W.  HORNUNG. 

\^J\eady. 

Robert  Barr. 

l^Ready. 

Ernest  Glanville. 

[Ready. 

W.  Rett  Ridge. 

{Ready. 

S.  Baring  Gould. 

[Ready. 

C.  Gleig. 

[Ready. 
Arthur  Moore. 

[November. 

Mrs.  Meade. 

[December. 
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Poetry 


Rudyaxd  Kipling.  BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS.    By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
60th  Thousand.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Kipling's  verse  is  strong,  vivid,  full 
of  character.   .  .  .  Unmistakeable  genius 
rings  in  every  line.' — Times. 
'  The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they 
palpitate  with  emotion.     We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears  ;  the  metres  throb 
in   our    pulses,    the   cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not 
poetry,  what  is  ?  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Rudyaxd  Kipling.  THE  SEVEN 
SEAS.  By  Rudyard  Kipling. 
50/A  Thousand.  Cr.  Zvo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     6s. 

'  The  new  poems  of  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling 
have  all  the  spirit  and  swing  of  their  pre- 
decessors. Patriotism  is  thesolid concrete 
foundation  on  which  Mr.  Kipling  has 
built  the  whole  of  his  work.' — ■Ti7!ies. 
'The  Empire  has  found  a  singer  ;  it  is  no 
depreciation  of  the  songs  to  say  that 
statesmen  may  have,  one  way  or  other, 
to  take  account  of  them.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 
'  Animated  through  and  through  with  in- 
dubitable genius.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

"Q."    POEMS  AND  BALLADS.     By 

"Q."     Crown  Svo.     2^.  6d. 
'This  work  has  just  the  faint,  ineffable  touch 
and  glow  that  make  poetry.' — Speaker. 

"Q."  GREEN  BAYS:  Verses  and 
Parodies.  By"Q."  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 


E.  Mackay.  A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA. 
By  Eric  Mackay.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.     Si. 

'  Everywhere  Mr.  Mackay  displays  himself 
the  master  of  a  style  marked  by  all  the 
characteristics  of  the  best  rhetoric' — 

Gloie. 

H,   Ibsen.      BRAND.  A  Drama  by 

Henrik     Ibsen.  Translated    by 

William  Wilson.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

'  The  greatest  world-poem  of  the  nineteenth 
century  ne.xt  to  ''Faust."  It  is  in  the 
same  set  with  "  Agamemnon,"  with 
"  Lear,"  with  the  literature  that  we  now 
instinctively  regard  as  high  and  holy.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 

"A.G."  VERSES  TO  ORDER.  By 
"  A.  G."     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

'  A  capital  specimen  of  light  academic 
poetry. ' — St.  James's  Gazette, 

James  WUliams.  VENTURES  IN 
VERSE.  By  James  Williams, 
Fellow  of  Lincoln  College,  Oxford. 
Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 

'  In  matter  and  manner  the  book  is  admir- 
able.'— Glasgow  Herald. 

J.  G.  Cordery.  THE  ODYSSEY  OF 
HOMER.  A  Translation  by  J.  G. 
Cordery.     Crown  8vo.    7s.  6d. 

'  A  spirited,  accurate,  and  scholarly  piece 
of  work.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
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Belles  Lettres,  Anthologies,  etc. 


R.  L.  Stevenson.  VAILIMA  LET- 
TERS. By  Robert  Louis  Steven- 
son. With  an  Etched  Portrait  by 
William  Strang.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

'A  fascinating  \>oo\l.'  —Standard. 

'  Full  of  charm  and  brightness.' — Spectator. 

'A  gift  almost  priceless.' — Speaker. 

'  Unique  in  Literature.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

G.Wyndham.  THE  POEMS  OF  WIL- 
LL'^M  SHAKESPEARE.  Edited 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
George  Wyndham,  M.P.  Demy 
8vo.    Buckra7n.,  gilt  top.     xos.  6d. 

This  edition  contains  the '  Venus,' '  Lucrece," 
and  Sonnets,  and  is  prefaced  with  an 
elaborate  introduction  of  over  140  pp. 

'  One  of  the  most  serious  contributions  to 
Shakespearian  criticism  that  have  been 
published  for  some  time.' — Times. 

'  We  have  no  hesitation  in  describing  Mr. 
George  Wyndham's  introduction  as  a 
masterly  piece  of  criticism,  and  all  who 
love  our  Elizabethan  literature  will  find  a 
very  garden  of  delight  in  it.' — Spectator. 

'  Mr.  Wyndham's  notes  are  admirable,  even 
indispensable. ' —  Westminster  Gazette. 

W.  E,  Henley.  ENGLISH  LYRICS. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  E. 
Henley.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     bs. 

'  It  is  a  body  of  choice  and  lovely  poetry.  — 
Bir})iinghani  Gazette. 

Henley  and  Whibley.  A  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  PROSE.  Collected  by 
W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles 
Whibley.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram, 
gilt  top.     bs. 

'Quite  delightful.  A  greater  treat  for  those 
not  well  acquainted  with  pre-Restora- 
tion  prose  could  not  be  imagined.' — 
A  thenezum. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  LYRA  SACRA  :  An 
Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse.  Edited 
by  H,  C.  Beeching,  M.A.  Crown 
8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

'A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a 
lofty  standard  of  excellence.' — Times. 


"Q."  THE  GOLDEN  POMP.   A  Pro- 
cession of  English  Lyrics.    Arranged 
by  A.  T.  QuiLLER  CoucH.     Crown 
8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 
'  A.    delightful    volume :    a    really    golden 
"  Pomp."  ' — Spectator. 

W.  B.  Yeats.     AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 
IRISH  VERSE.     Edited  by  W.  B. 
Yeats.     Crown  8vo.     35.  6d. 
'  An  attractive  and    catholic    selection.  — 
Times. 

G.  W,  Steevens.    MONOLOGUES  OF 
THE  DEAD.   By  G.  W.  Steevens. 
Foolscap  8vo.     y.  6d. 
'  The  effect   is  sometimes  splendid,  some- 
times   bizarre,    but    always    amazingly 
clever.'— />«//  Mall  Gazette. 

W.    M.    Dixon.       A    PRIMER     OF 
TENNYSON.      By  W.  M.  DixON, 
M.A.     Cr.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 
'  Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism. 
The  bibliography  is  a  boon.' — Speaker. 

W.    A    Craigie.      A    PRIMER     OF 
BURNS.       By    W.     A.    Craigie. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the 
poet. ' —  Times. 

L.  Magnus.   A  PRIMER  OF  WORDS- 
WORTH.     By  Laurie    Magnus. 
Crown  8vo.    zs.  6d. 
'  A  valuable  contribution  to  Wordsworthian 
literature.' — Literature. 

Steme.  THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS 
OF    TRISTRAM    SHANDY.      By 
Lawrence  Sterne.     With  an  In- 
troduction by  Charles  Whibley, 
and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.     ys. 
'  Very  dainty  volumes  are  these  :  the  paper, 
t>'pe,  and  light-green  binding  are  all  very 
agreeable  to  the  eye.' — Globe. 

Congreve.  THE  COMEDIES  OF 
WILLIAM  CONGREVE.  With  an 
Introduction  by  G.  S.  Street,  and 
a  Portrait.     2  vols.     "js. 

Morier.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 
HAJJI  BABA  OF  ISP.AHAN.  By 
James  Morier.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  E.  G.  Browne,  M.A.,  and  a 
Portrait.     2  vols.     js. 
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Walton.  THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE, 
WOTTON,  HOOKER,  HERBERT 
AND  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak 
Walton.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Por- 
trait.    3J-.  6d. 

Johnson.  THE  LIVES  OF  THE 
ENGLISH  POETS.  By  Samuel 
Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  J.  H.  Millar,  and  a  Por- 
trait.    3  vols.  xos.  6d. 

Bums.  THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT 
BURNS.  Edited  by  Andrew  Lang 
and  W.  A.  Craigie.  With  Portrait. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo,  gilt  top. 
6s. 
This  edition  contains  a  carefully  collated 


Text,  numerous  Notes,  critical  and  text- 
ual, a  critical  and  biographical  Introduc- 
tion, and  a  Glossary. 
'  Among  editions  in   one  volume,   this  will 
take  the  place  of  authority.' — Times. 

F.  Langbridge.    BALLADS  OF  THE 
BRAVE;  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enter- 
prise,     Courage,     and     Constancy. 
Edited  by    Rev.    F.    Langbridge. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.   Svo.      y.   6d. 
School  Edition.     2S.  6d. 
'  A  very  happy  conception  happily  carried 
out.      These   "Ballads  of  the   Brave" 
are  intended  to  suit  the  real  tastes  of 
boys,  and  will  suit  the  taste  of  the  great 
majority.'  Spectator. 
'The  book  is  full  of   splendid   things.' — 
IVortd. 


Illustrated   Books 


Jonn    Bunyan.      THE    PILGRIM'S 

PROGRESS.       By  John   Bunyan. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  H. 

FiRTH,   M.A.     With  39  Illustrations 

by  R.  Anning  Bell.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 

This  book  contains  a  long  Introduction  by 

Mr.  Firth,  whose  knowledge  of  the  period 

is  unrivalled;  and  it  is  lavishly  illustrated. 

'  The  best  "  Pilgrim's  Progress.'" — • 

Educational  Times. 

F.D.Bedford.   NURSERY  RHYMES. 
With  many  Coloured  Pictures  by  F. 
D.  Bedford.    Super  Royal  Svo.    ^s. 
'An  excellent  selection  of  the  best  known 
rhymes,   with  beautifully  coloured  pic- 
tures exquisitely   printed.' — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

S.    Baring   Gould.      A    BOOK    OF 

FAIRY  TALES  retold  by  S.  Baring 
Gould.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  Initial  Letters  by  Arthur 
J.  Gaskin,  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
Buckram,  bs. 
'  Mr.  Baring  Gould  is  deserving  of  grati- 
tude, in  re-writing  in  simple  style  the 


old  stories  that  delighted  our  fathers  and 
grandfathers.' — Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH 
FAIRY  TALES.  Collected  and 
edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D. 
Bedford.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo. 
Buckram.  6s. 
'  A  charming  volume. ' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF 
NURSERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  Edited  by  S.  Baring 
Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the  Bir- 
mingham Art  School.  Buckram,  gilt 
top.     Crow?i  Svo.     6s. 

H.    C.     Beeching.      A    BOOK     OF 
CHRISTMAS  VERSE.     Edited  by 
H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  and  Illus- 
trated by  Walter  Crane.    Cr.  Svo, 
gilt  top.     3^.  6d. 
An  anthology  which,  from  its  unity  of  aim 
and  high  poetic  excellence,  has  a  better 
right  to  exist  than  most  of  its  fellows.' — 
Guardian, 


History- 


Gibbon.     THE    DECLINE    AND 

FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edi- 
tion, Edited  with  Notes,  Appendices, 


and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  LL.D., 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  Gilt 
top.    Ss.  6d.  each.    Also  Cr.  Svo.    6j, 
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each.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  III.,  IV.,  V.,  and 
VI. 

'  The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  a  new 
edition  of  Gibbon's  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro- 
fessor Bury  is  the  right  man  to  under- 
take this  task.  His  learning  is  amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.  The  book 
is  issued  in  a  handy  form,  and  at  a 
moderate  price,  and  it  is  admirably 
printed. ' —  Times. 

'  The  standard  edition  of  our  great  historical 
classic' — Glasgow  Herald. 

'  At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition 
of  Gibbon.  .  .  .  The  best  edition  the 
nineteenth  century  could  produce.' — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

Flinders  Petrie.      A  HISTORY  OF 

EGYPT.FROM  THE  Earliest  Times 

TO  THE  Present  Day.     Edited  by 

W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L,, 

LL.D. ,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at 

University  College.  Fully  Illustrated. 

In  Six  Voluvies.     Cr.  Zvo.     6j.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to 

XVlTH  Dynasty.     W.  M.   F. 

Petrie.     Fourth  Edition. 

Vol.     II.     The    XVIIth    and 

XVIIIth  Dynasties.     W.  M. 

F.  Petrie.      Third  Edition. 

Vol.   IV.  The    Egypt    of   the 

Ptolemies.  J.  P.  Mahaffy. 
Vol.  V.  Roman  Egypt,  J.  G. 
Milne. 
*  A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific 
precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  pro- 
mote sound  and  accurate  study,  and 
supply  a  vacant  place  in  the  English 
literature  of  Egyptology.' — Times. 

Flinders  Petrie.     RELIGION  AND 
CONSCIENCE      IN      ANCIENT 
EGYPT.       By    W.    M.   Flinders 
Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.     Fully  Illus- 
trated.    Cro7vn  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
'  The  lectures  will  afford  a  fund  of  valuable 
information    for    students    of    ancient 
ethics.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

Flinders     Petrie.        SYRIA     AND 

EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL   EL 

AMARNA  TABLETS.     By  W.  M. 

Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D. 

Crown  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

'A  marvellous  record.     The  addition  made 

to  our  knowledge  is  nothing  short   of 

amazing. ' — Times. 


Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  TALES. 

Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie. 

Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis.    In 

Two  Volumes.    Cr.  Zvo.    ^i^.  6d.  each. 

'  Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine 

and  Egypt.' — Daily  News. 

Flinders  Petrie.   EGYPTIAN  DECO- 
RATIVE ART.     By  W.  M.  Flin- 
ders Petrie.  With  120  Illustrations, 
Cr.  %vo.     35.  dd. 
'  In  these  lectures  he  displays  rare  skill  in 
elucidating  the  development  of  decora- 
tive art  in  Egypt.' — Times. 

C.  W,  Oman.     A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
ART    OF  WAR.       Vol.    Ii.  :    The 
Middle  Ages,  from  the  Fourth  to  the 
Fourteenth    Century.       By    C.    W. 
Oman,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
O.xford.   Illustrated,    Demy  8vo.    21s. 
'  The  book  is   based  throughout  upon  a 
thorough  study  of  the  original  sources, 
and  will  be  an  indispensable  aid  to  all 
students  of   mediaeval  history.' — Atke- 
nceum. 
'  The  whole  art  of  war  in  its  historic  evolu- 
tion has  never  been  treated  on  such  an 
ample  and  comprehensive  scale,  and  we 
question  if  any  recent  contribution  to 
the  exact  history  of  the  world  has  pos- 
sessed   more    enduring    value.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

S,  Baring  Gould.     THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  THE  C^SARS.      With  nume- 
rous Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gems, 
Cameos,  etc.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Edition.     Royal  8vo.     15J. 
'A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a 
subject  of  undying  interest.     The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author 
has  made  of  the  existing  portraits  of 
the  Caesars  and  the   admirable  critical 
subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with 
this  line  of  research.     It  is  brilliantly 
v/ritten,  and  the  illustrations  are  sup- 
plied on  a  scale  of  profuse  magnificence.' 
— Daily  Chronicle. 

F,  W.  Maitland.     CANON  LAW  IN 

ENGLAND.    By  F.  W.  Maitland, 

LL.D.,    Downing   Professor    of   the 

Laws  of  England  in  the   University 

of  Cambridge.     Royal  8z'o.     js.  6d. 

'  Professor   Maitland   has  put   students  of 

English  law  under  a  fresh  debt.     These 

essays  are  landmarks  in  the  study  of  the 

history  of  Canon  Law.' — Times. 
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H.  de  B.  Gibbins.  INDUSTRY  IN 
ENGLAND  :  HISTORICAL  OUT- 
LINES. By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.  With  5  Maps.  Se- 
cond Edition.     Demy  %vo.     \os.  6d. 

H.  E.  Egerton.      A    HISTORY    OF 
BRITISH    COLONIAL   POLICY. 
By  H.  E.   Egerton,   M.A.     Demy 
Svo.     I2S.  6d. 
'  It  is  a  good  book,  distinguished  by  accu- 
racy in  detail,  clear  arrangement  of  facts, 
and    a    broad    grasp    of    principles.' — ■ 
IManchester  Guardian. 
'  Able,   impartial,  clear.  ...  A  most  valu- 
able volume.' — Atheni^um, 

Albert  Sorel.  THE  EASTERN 
QUESTION  IN  THE  EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  By  Albert 
Sorel,  of  the  French  Academy. 
Translated  by  F.  C.  Bramwell, 
M.A.    With  a  Map.    Cr.  8w.    35.  6d. 

C.   H.   Grinling.      A    HISTORY   OF 
THE  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAIL- 
WAY,   1845-95.     By  Charles    H. 
Gkinling.     With   Maps  and  Illus 
trations.     Demy  8z'0.     loj.  bd. 
'  Mr.  Grinling  has  done  for  a  Railway  what 
Macaulay  did  for   English   History.' — 
T/ic  Engineer. 

W.    Sterry.      ANNALS    OF   ETON 
COLLEGE.     By  W.  Sterry,  M.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     Demy 
Zvo.     7^.  6d. 
'A  treasury  of  quaint  and  interesting  read- 
ing.     Mr.   Sterry  has  by  his  skill  and 
vivacity  given  these  records  new  life.' — 
A  cademy. 

Fisher.  ANNALS  OF  SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL.  By  G.  W. 
Fisher,  M.A. ,  late  Assistant  Mast'T. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
?>vo.  loj.  6d. 
'This  careful,  erudite  book.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 


'  A  book  of  which  Old  Salopians  are  sure 
to  be  proud.' — Globe. 

J.  Sargeaunt.  ANNALS  OF  WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL.  By  J.  Sar- 
geaunt, M.A.,  Assistant  Master. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
?ivo.     ys.  6d. 

A.    Clark.      THE    COLLEGES    OF 

OXFORD :  Their  History  and  their 

Traditions.       By    Members    of    the 

University.     Edited   by  A.    Clark, 

M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Lincoln 

College.     8vo.     12s.  6d. 

'A   work  which  will   be    appealed   to  for 

many  years   as   the  standard   book.' — 

Alhenauiii. 

J.  ■Wells.    A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
ROME.       By     J.     Wells,     M.A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  Coll. , 
Oxford.    Second  and  Revised  Edition. 
With  3  Maps.     Crowji  9,vo.     3^.  6d. 
This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass   Students  at  the  Universities.     It 
contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 
'An  original  work  written  on  an  original 
plan,  and  with  uncommon  freshness  and 
vigour. ' — Speaker, 

0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  MEDLEVAL  ITALY,  a.d. 
1250-1530.  Hy  Oscar  Browning, 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  King's  College, 
Cambridge.  In  Two  Volumes.  Cr. 
2>vo.  55.  each. 
Vol.   I.    1250-1409. — Guelphs  and 

GhibellJnes. 
Vol.   II.   1 409- 1 530. —The  Age  of 
the  Condottieri. 

O'Grady.  THE  STORY  OF  IRE- 
LAND. By  Standish  O'Grady, 
Author  of '  Finn  and  his  Companions. 
Crown  Zvo.     25.  6d, 


Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  BuRY,  M.A. 


EVAGRIUS.      Edited    by    Professor     THE     HISTORY 
L160N  Parmentier  of  Li^geand  M.  By  C.  Satiias. 

BiDEZ  of  Gand.    Demy  8vo.    10s.  6d.         net. 

A3 


OF     PSELLUS. 
Demy   8vo.       15J. 
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Biography 


S.   Baring  Gould.     THE    LIFE   OF 
NAPOLEON    BONAPARTE.     By 
y.  Baking  Goulu.     With  over  450 
Illustrations    in    the    Text    and     12 
Photogravure  Plates.     Large  quarto. 
Gilt  top.     36J. 
'The   best  biography  of  N'apoleon  in  our 
tongue,  nor  have  the  French  as  good  a 
biographer  of  their  hero.     A  book  very 
ne.irly  as  good  as  Southey's  "Life  of 
Nelson."  ' — Manchester  Guardian. 
'The  main  feature  of  this  gorgeous  volume 
is  its  great  wealth   of  beautiful   photo- 
gravures    and     finely -executed     wood 
engravings,     constituting     a     complete 
pictorial    chronicle     of    Napoleon     L's 
personal  historj-  from   the  days  of  his 
early  childhood  at  Ajaccio  to  the  date 
of  his  second  interment.' — Daily  Tele- 
graph, 

P.  H.  Colomb.      MEMOIRS  OF  AD- 
MIRAL SIR   A.    COOPER    KEY. 
By  Admiral  P.   H.  Colo.mb.     With 
a  Portrait.     Demy  8vo.     i6s. 
'An  interesting   and  adequate  biography. 
The  whole  book  is  one  of  the  greatest 
interest.' — Times. 

Morris  Fuller.  THE  LIFE  AND 
WRITINGS  OF  JOHN  DAVEN- 
ANT,  D.D.  (1571-1641),  Bishop  of 
Salisbury.  By  Morris  Fuller, 
B.  D.     Demy  8vo.     10s.  dd. 

J.  M.  Rigg.  ST.  ANSELM  OF 
CANTERBURY:    A  Chapter   in 

THE     HibTOKV     OF      RELIGION.       By 

J.  M.  RiGG.     Demy  Bvo.     js.  6d. 

T.     W.     Joyce.       THE     LIFE     OF 

SIR   FREDERICK  GORE  OUSE- 

LEY.    By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.  A.  7s.  6d. 

'  This  book  has  been  undertaken  in  quite 


the  right  spirit,  and  written  with  sym- 
pathy, insight,  and  considerable  literary 
skill.' — Times. 

W.  G.  Collingwood.  THE  LIFE  OF 
JOHN  RUSKIN.  By  W.  G. 
Collingwood,  M.A.  With  Por- 
traits, and  13  Drawings  by  Mr. 
Ruskin.      Second  Editioti.      2  vols. 

'  No  more  magnificent  volumes  have  been 
published  for  a  long  time.' — Titnes. 

'  It  is  long  since  we  had  a  biography  with 
such  delights  of  substance  and  of  form. 
Such  a  book  is  a  pleasure  for  the  day, 
and  a  joy  for  ever.' — Daily  Chronicle- 

C.  Waldstein.    JOHN  RUSKIN,    By 

Charles  Waldstein,  M.A.    With 

a  Photogravure  Portrait,     Post  8vo. 

51. 

'  A  thoughtful  and  well-written  criticism  of 

Ruskin's  teaching.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

A.  M.  F.  Darmesteter,    THE  LIFE 

OF      ERNEST       RENAN.         By 

Madame     Darmesteter.       With 

Portrait.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 

6s. 

'  A  polished  gem  of  biography,  superior  in 

its  kind  to  any  attempt  that  has  been 

made     of    recent    years    in     England, 

Madame  Darmesteter  has  indeed  written 

for  English  readers  "  The  Life  of  Ernest 

Renan. " ' — A  thetusum. 

W.  H.  Hutton.     THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 

THOMAS     MORE.       By    W.     H. 

Hutto.n,     M.A.       With     Portraits. 

Cr.  8vo.     55. 

'  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  high  rank 

among  our  biographies.    1 1  is  excellently 

even  lovingly,  written.' — Scotsman. 


Travel,  Adventure  and  Topography 


SvenHedin.  THROUGH  ASIA.  By 
SvEN  Heuin,  Gold  Medallist  of  the 
Royal  Geographical  Society.  With 
300  Illustrations  from  Sketches 
and    Photographs    by    the    Author, 


and  Maps.   2  vols.  Royal  8vo.  20s.  net. 

'One  of  the  greatest  books  of  the  kind 
issued  during  the  century.  It  is  im- 
possible to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
richness  of  the  contents   of  this  book, 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


'9 


nor  of  its  abounding  attractions  as  a  story 
of  travel  unsurpassed  in  geographical 
and  human  interest.  Much  of  it  is  a 
revelation.  Altogether  the  work  is  one 
which  in  solidity,  novelty,  and  interest 
must  take  a  first  rank  among  publica- 
tions of  its  class. ' —  Times. 
'  In  these  magnificent  volumes  we  have  the 
most  important  contribution  to  Central 
Asian  geography  made  for  many  years. 
Intensely  interesting  as  a  tale  of  travel.' 
— Spectator. 

.  H.  Skrine  and  E.  D.  Ross.     THE 

HEART    OF    ASIA.      By    F.     H. 
Skrine  and    E.   D.    Ross.      With 
Maps    and    many    Illustrations     by 
ViiKESTCHAGiN.      Large  Crown  8vo. 
los.  6d.  net. 
'  This  volume  will  form  a  landmark  in  our 
knowledge  of  Central  Asia.  .  .  .  Illumin- 
ating  and   convincing.       For    the    first 
lime  we  are  enabled  clearly  to  under- 
stand not  only  how  Russia   has   estab- 
lished her    rule    in    Central  Asia,  but 
what  that   rule  actually  means  to  the 
Central  Asian   peoples.      This   book  is 
not    only  felix    ofportunitate,   but   of 
enduring  value.' — Times. 
i.  E.  Peary.     NORTHWARD  OVER 
THE  GREAT  ICE.  ByR.  E.Peary, 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  Geogra- 
phical Society.     With  over  800  Illus- 
trations,   ivols.    Royal Zvo.    32^'.  net. 
'The  book  is  full  of  interesting  matter — a 
tale  of  brave  deeds  simply  told  ;  abun- 
dantly illustrated  with  prints  and  maps.' 
— Standard, 
'  His  book  will  take  its  place  among  the  per- 
manent literature  of  Arctic  exploration." 
—  Times. 
\.   S.   Robertson.     CHITRAL:   The 
Story   of    a    Minor    Siege.     By    Sir 
G.  S.  Robertson,  K.C.S.i.     With 
numerouslllustrations,  Map  and  Plans. 
Second  Edition.    DemyZvo.    xos.td. 
'  It  is  difhcult  to  imagine  the  kind  of  person 
who  could  read  this  brilliant  book  without 
emotion.     The  story  remains  immortal — 
a  testimony  imperishable.     We  are  face 
to  face  with  a  great  book.' — Illustrated 
London  News. 
'  A  book  which  the  Elizabethans  would  have 
thought  wonderful.   More  thrilling,  more 
piquant,   and    more    human    than    any 
novel.' — Newcastle  Chronicle. 
'  One  of  the  most  stirring  military  narra- 
tives written  in  our  time.' — Times. 
'As  fascinating  as  Sir  Walter  Scott's  -est 

fiction.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
'  A  noble  story,  nobly  told..'— Punch. 


H.    H.    Johnston.     BRITISH   CEN- 
TRAL   AFRICA.     By    Sir    H.    H. 
Johnston,    K.C.B.       With    nearly 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations,  and  Six 
Maps.     Second  Edition.     Crown  t^to. 
1 8 J.  72  et. 
'  A   fascinating   book,    written   with  equal 
skill  and  charm — the  work  at  once  of  a 
literary  artist  and  of  a   man   of  action 
who  is   singularly  wise,  brave,  and  ex- 
perienced.     It    abounds    in    admirable 
sketches   from    pencil.'  —  IVestminsier 
Gazette. 

L.     Decle.       THREE     YEARS     IN 
SAVAGE    AFRICA.      By    Lionel 
Decle.     With  100  Illustrations  and 
5  Maps.    Second  Edition.    Demy  8vo. 
los.  6d.  net. 
'  A  fine,  full  book.'— /"a//  Mall  Gazette. 
'  Its   bright    pages  give   a    better  general 
survey  of  Africa  from  the  Cape  to  the 
Equator  than   any  single  volume   that 
has  yet  been  published.' — Times. 

A.      Hulme     Beaman.        TWENTY 

YEARS    IN   THE    NEAR   EAST. 

By   A.    Hulme    Beaman.      Defny 

8vo.     With  Portrait.     los.  6d. 

'  One  of  the  most  entertaining  books  that  we 

have  had  in  our  hands  for  a  long  time. 

It  is  unconventional  in  a  high  degree  ;  it 

is  written  with  sagacious  humour  ;  it  is 

full  of  ad  ventures  and  anecdotes.' — Daily 

Chronicle. 

Henri  Of  Orleans.  FROM  TONKIN 
TO  INDIA.  By  Prince  Henki  of 
Orleans.  Translated  by  Hamlev 
Bent,  M.A.  With  100  Illustrations 
and  a  Map.     Cr.  410,  gilt  top.     25s. 

R.  S.  S.  Baden-PoweU.  THE  DOWN- 
FALL OF  PREMPEH.  a  Diary 
of  Life  in  Ashanti,  1895.  By  Colonel 
Baden-Powell.  With  21  Illustra- 
tions and  a  Map.  Cheaper  Edition. 
Large  Crown  8vo.     6s. 

R.  S.  S.  Baden-PoweU.  THE  M.A.TA- 
BELE  CAMPAIGN,  1896.  By  Col. 
Baden-Powell.  With  nearly  100 
Illustrations.  Cheaper  Edition.  Layge 
Crown  8vo,     6s. 

S.  L.  Hinde.  THE  FALL  OF  THE 
CONGO  ARABS.  By  S.  L.  Hindp:. 
With  Plans,  etc.    Demy8vo.     12s.  6d. 

A.  St.  H.  Gibbons.  EXPLORATION 
AND    HUNTING   IN  CENTRAL 
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AFRICA.  By  Major  A.  St.  H. 
Gibbons.  With  full-page  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  Wh\'MPEK,  and  Maps. 
Demy  Zvo.     15^. 

'  His  book  is  a  grand  record  cf  quiet,  un- 
assuming, tactful  resolution.  His  ad- 
ventures were  as  various  as  his  sporting 
exploits  were  exciting.' — Titnes. 

E.  H.  Alderson.  WITH  THE 
MASHON.\LAND  FIELD 
FORCE,  1896.  By  Lieut.-Colonel 
Alderson.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations and  Plans.  Demy  iz'o. 
Tos.  6d. 

'  A  clear,  vigorous,  and  soldier-like  narra- 
tive.'— Scotsman. 

Fraser.  ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.  By  John  Foster 
Eraser.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'A   very   entertaining    book    of   travel.' — 

Spectator. 
'  The  storj'  is  told  with  delightful  gaiety, 

humour,  and  crispness.   There  has  rarely 

appeared    a    more    interesting    tale    of 

modern  travel. ' — Scotsman. 
'  A  classic  of  cycling,  graphic  and  witty.' — 

Yorkshire  Post. 

Seymovir  Vandeleur.  CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON  THE  UPPER  NILE 
.•\ND  NIGER.  By  Lieut.  Seymour 
Vandeleur.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Sir  G.  Goldie,  K.C.M.G.  With 
4  Maps,  Illustrations,  and  Plans 
Large  Crown  Zvo.     \os.  6d. 

'  Upon  the  African  question  there  is  no 
book  procurable  which  contains  so 
much  of  value  as  this  one.' — Guardian. 

Lord  Fincastle.  A  FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN.  By  Viscount  Fin- 
castle, V.C.,  and  Lieut.  P.  C. 
Elliott-Lockhart.  With  a  Map 
and  16  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'An  admirable  book,  and  a  really  valuable 
treatise  on  frontier  war.' — Athenaum. 

E.  N.  Bennett.  THE  DOWNFALL 
OF  THE  DERVISHES:  A  Sketch 
of  the  Sudan  Campaign  of  1898.     By 


E.  N.  Bennett,  Fellow  of  Hertford 
College.  With  Four  Maps  and  a 
Photogravure  Portrait  of  the  Sirdar. 
Third  Edition.      CrowjiZvo.     2^  6d. 

J.  K.  Trotter.  THE  NIGER 
SOURCES.  By  Colonel  J.  K. 
Trotter,  R.A.  With  a  Map  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  %vo.     ^s. 

Michael  Davitt.  LIFE  AND  PRO- 
GRESS IN  AUSTRALASIA.  By 
Michael  D.witt,  M.  P.  500  pp. 
With  2  Maps.      Crown  8z'o.     6s. 

W.      Crooke.       THE      NORTH- 
WESTERN     PROVINCES      OF 
INDIA :    Their  Ethnology  and 
Administr.\tion.     By  W.  Crooke. 
With  Maps  and  Illustrations.     Demy 
Svo.     los.  6d. 
'  .\  carefully  and  well- written  account  of  one 
of  the  most  important  provinces  of  the 
Empire.    Mr.  Crooke  deals  with  the  land 
in  its  physical  aspect,  the  province  under 
Hindoo    and    Mussulman    rule,    under 
British  rule,  its  ethnology  and  sociology', 
its  religious  and  social  life,  the  land  and 
its  settlement,  and  the  native  peasant.' 
— Manchester  Guardian. 

A.  Boisragon.     THE  BENIN  MAS- 

.S.-\CRE.     By  C.\ptain  Boisr.^gon. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     y.  6d. 

'  If  the  story  had  been  written  four  hundred 

years  ago  it  would  be  read  to-day  as  an 

English  classic' — Scotsman. 

H.  S.  Cowper.  THE  HILL  OF  THE 
GRACES :  or,  the  Great  Stone 
Temples  of  Tripoli.  By  H.  S. 
Cowper,  F.S.A.  With  Maps,  Plans, 
and 75  Illustrations.  DemySvo.  ios.6d. 

W.  Kinnaird  Rose.  WITH  THE 
GREEKS  IN  THESSALY.  By 
W.  Kinnaird  Rose,  Reuter's  Cor- 
respondent. With  Plans  and  23 
Illustrations.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

W.  B.  Worsfold.  SOUTH  AFRICA. 
By  W.  B.  Worsfold,  M.A.  With 
a  Map.  Second  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

'  A   monumental   work  compressed  into  a 
very  moderate  compass." — World. 
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Naval  and  Military 


G.  W.  Steevens.     NAVAL  POLICY : 

By  G.  W.  Steevens.   Demy  8vo.   6s. 

This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and 
other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our 
naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 

'  An  extremely  able  and  interesting  work.' 
— Daily  Chronicle. 

D.  Hannay.  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  THE  ROYAL  NAVY,  From 
Early  Times  TO  THE  Present  Day. 
By  David  Hannay.  Illustrated. 
2  Vols.  De?nv  8vo.  js.  6d.  each. 
Vol.  I.,  1200-1688. 

We  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  at  a  sitting, 
and  those  who  go  to  it  for  a  lively  and 
brisk  picture  of  the  past,  with  all  its  faults 
and  its  grandeur,  will  not  be  disappointed. 
The  historian  is  endowed  with  literary 
skill  and  style.' — Standard. 
'  We  can  warmly  recommend  Mr.  Hannay 's 
volume  to  any  intelligent  student  of 
naval  history.  Great  as  is  the  merit  of 
Mr.  Hannay's  historical  narrative,  the 
merit  of  his  strategic  exposition  is  even 
greater.' — Times. 

C.  Cooper  King.  THE  STORY  OF 
THE  BRITISH  ARMY.  By  Colonel 
Cooper  King.  Illustrated.  Demy 
8vo.     ys.  6d. 

'  An  authoritative  and  accurate  story  of 
England's  military  progress.' — Daily 
Mail. 


R,  Southey.  ENGLISH  SEAMEN 
(Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins,  Drake, 
Cavendish).  By  Robert  .Southey. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by 
David  Hannay.  Second  Edition. 
CroTVTi  8vo.  6s. 
'A  brave,  inspiriting  book.' — Black  and 
PVhite. 

W.   Clark  RusseU.     THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL      LORD      COLLING- 
WOOD.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn. 

Third  Edition.     Crow?i  8vo.     6s, 
'  A  book  which  we  should  like  to  see  in  the 
hands  of  every  boy  in  the  country.' — 
St.  James's  Gazette. 
'  A  really  good  book.' — Saturday  Review. 

E.   L.    S.    Horsburgh.      THE    CAM- 
PAIGN    OF     WATERLOO.      By 
E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  B.A.    With 
Plans.     Crown  8vo.     55. 
'A    brilliant    essay — simple,     sound,     and 
thorough.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

H.     B.     George.        BATTLES      OF 
ENGLISH    HISTORY.     By  H.   B. 
George,     M.A.,     Fellow     of     New 
College,    Oxford.       With    numerous 
Plans.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'  Mr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful 
task — that  of  making  military  affairs  in- 
telligible and  instructive  to  non-military 
readers — and    has  executed   it   with   a 
large  measure  of  success.' — Times. 


General   Literature 


S.  Baring  Gould.     OLD  COUNTRY 
LIFE.    By  S.  Baring  Gould.    With 
Sixty-seven  Illustrations.     Large  Cr. 
8vo.     Eiftk  Edition.     6s. 
'  "  OldCountry  Life,"  as  heal  thy  wholesome 
reading,    full  of  breezy  life  and   move- 
ment, full  of  quaint  stories  vigorously 
told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to 
be     published    throughout     the     year. 
Sound,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core.' 
—  World. 


S.  Baring  Gould.  AN  OLD  ENGLISH 
HOME.      By   S.   Baring  Gould. 
With   numerous  Plans  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  chapters  are  delightfully  fresh,  very 
informing,  and  lightened  by  many  a  good 
story.     A  delightful  fireside  companion." 
— Si.  Javies's  Gazette. 

S.    Baring    GoiUd.        HISTORIC 
ODDITIES       AND       STRANGE 
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EVENTS.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  Editio?!.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

S.  Baxing  Gould.  FREAKS  OF 
FANATICISM.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.    Third  Edition.   Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  GARLAND  OF 
COUNTRY  SONG  :  English  Folk 
Songs  with  their  Traditional  Melodies. 
Collected  and  arranged  by  S.  Baring 
Gould  and  H.  ¥.  Sheppard. 
Demy  d,to.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  SONGS  OF  THE 
WEST:  Traditional  Ballads  and 
Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with 
their  Melodies.  Collected  by  S. 
Baring  Gould,  M.A.  ,  and  H.  F. 
Sheppard,  M..\.  In  4  Parts.  Parts 
I.,  II.,  III.,  y.  each.  Part  IV.,  5^. 
In  one  Vol.,  French  morocco,  15^. 
'  A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace, 
and  poetic  fancy.' — Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  By  .S.  Baring  Gould. 
Fourth  F.ditio7i.     Croum  ?,vo.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  STRANGE  SUR- 
VIVALS AND  SUPERSTITIONS. 
By  S.  Tearing  Gould.  Cr.  Zvo. 
Second  Edition.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  DESERTS 
OF  SOUTHERN  FRANCE.  By 
S.  Baring  Gould.  2  vols.  Demy 
8vo.     32J. 

Cotton  Minchin.     OLD    HARROW 
D.A.YS.     By  J.  G.  Cotton  Minchin. 
Cr.  i-oO.     Seco?id  Edition.     5J. 
'This   book    is    an     admirable    record.' — 
Daily  Chronicle. 

W.  E.  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES 
OF  THE  kT.  HON.  W.  E.  GLAD- 
STONE, M.P,  Edited  by  A.  W. 
HuTTON,  M.A.,  and  H.J.  Cohen 
M.A.  With  Portraits,  Demy  8i'o. 
Vols.  IX.  and  X.,  125.  6d.  each. 

E.  V.   Zenker.     ANARCHISM.      By 

E.  V.  Zenker.     Demy  8vo.    -js.  6d. 

•  Herr  Zenker  hai  succeeded  in  producing  3 

careful  and  critical  history  of  the  growth 

of  Anarchist  theory. 


H.  G.  Hutchinson.    THE  GOLFING 
PILGRIM.        By      Horace      G. 
Hutchinson.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 
'  Full  of  useful  information  with  plenty  of 

good  stories.' — Truth. 
'  Without  this  book  the  golfer's  library  will 

be  incomplete.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
'  It  will  charm  all  golfers.' — Times. 

J.  Wells.     OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.       By   Members  of  the   Uni- 
versity.    Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M.A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  ^^^adham  College. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     y.  6d. 
'  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the  pro- 
duction  of  a  readable  and  intelligent 
account  of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present 
time,  written  by  persons  who  are  pos- 
sessed of  a  close  acquaintance  with  the 
system  and   life   of  the   University.' — 
Athenceufft. 

J.  WeUs.  OXFORD  AND  ITS 
COLLEGES.  By  J.  Wells,  M..A. 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadhani 
College.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Third  Edition.  Fcap,  8vo.  35. 
Leather.  35  6d.  net. 
'  .\n  admirable  and  accurate  little  treatise, 

attractively  illustrated.'— JFor/rf. 
'Aluminous  and  tasteful  little  volume.' — 

Daily  Chronicle. 
'  Exactly     what     the     intelligent     visitor 
wants.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

A.  H.  Thompson.  CAMBRIDGE  AND 
ITS  COLLEGES.    By  A.  Hamilton 
Thompson.     With    Illustrations    by 
E.  H.  New.    Pott  8vo.    3^.    Leather. 
2,s.  6d.  net. 
This  book  is  uniform  with  Mr.  Wells'  very 
successful   book,    'Oxford  and  its  Col- 
leges.' 
'  It  is  brightly  written  and  learned,  and  is 
just  such  a  book  as  a  cultured  visitor 
needs.' — Scotsman. 

C.  G.  Robertson.     VOCES  ACADE- 

MIC.E.     By  C.  Gr.^nt  RoBERTso.N, 

M..A,  Fellow  of  All  Souls',  O.xford. 

With  a  Frontispiece.  Pott8vo.  y.6d. 

'  Decidedly       clever       and       amusing.' — 

A  thenaum. 

Rosemary  Cotes.      DANTE'S  GAR- 
DEN.   By  Rosemary  Cotes.   With 
a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition.  Fcp. 
8vo.     2S.  6d.     Leather,  y.  6d.  7iet, 
'  A  charming  collection  of  legends  of  the 
flowers  mentioned  by  Dante.' — Acadetny. 
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Clifford  Harrison,     READING  AND 
READERS.     By  Clifford  Harri- 
son.    Fcp.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 
'  We  recommend  schoolmasters  to  examine 
its  merits,  for  it  is  at  school  that  readers 
are  made.' — Academy. 
'An  extremely  sensible  little  book.' — Man- 
chesttr  Guardian. 

L.  Whibley.  GREEK  OLIGARCH- 
IES :  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.  By  L. 
Whibley,  M.A.  ,  Fellow  of  Pem- 
broke College,  Cambridge.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 
'  An  exceedingly  useful  handbook  :  a  careful 
and  well-arranged  study.' — Times. 

L.  L.  Price.     ECONOMIC  SCIENCE 
AND  PRACTICE.    By  L.  L.  Price, 


M.A. 
ford. 


Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Ox- 
Crown  8vo,     65. 


J.  S.  Shedlock!.  THE  PIANOFORTE 
SONATA  :  Its  Origin  and  Develop- 
ment. By  J.  S.  Shedlock.  Crown 
8vo.     55. 

'  This  work  should  be  in  the  possession  of 
every  musician  and  amateur.  A  concise 
and  lucid  history  and  a  very  valuable 
work  for  reference.' — AtlientEum. 

E.  M.  Bowden.    THE  EXAMPLE  OF 

BUDDHA:  Being  Quotations  from 
Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in 
the  Year.  Compiled  by  E.  M. 
Bowden.  Third  Edition.  \6mo. 
2S.  6d. 


Science  and  Technology 


Freudenreicli.  DAIRY  BACTERIO- 
LOGY. A  Short  Manual  for  the  Use 
of  Students.  By  Dr.  Ed.  von 
Freudenreich,  Translated  by 
J.  R.  AiNsvvoRTH  Davis,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

Clialmers  Mitchell.    OUTLINES  OF 

BIOLOGY.        By     P.     Chalmers 

Mitchell,  M.A.     Illustrated.     Cr. 

8vo.     6s. 

A    text-book   designed   to   cover   the   new 

Schedule  issued    by  the  Royal  College 

of  Physicians  and  Surgeons. 

G.   Massee.      A   MONOGRAPH  OF 

THEMYXOGASTRES.  ByGEORGE 

Massek.     With  12  Coloured  Plates. 

Royal  8vo.      \8s.  net. 

'A  work  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in 

the  language  treating  of  this  group  of 

organisms.        Indispensable     to      every 

student  of  the  Myxogastres. ' — Nature. 

Stephenson  and  Suddards.  ORNA- 
MENTAL DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN 
FABRICS.  By  C.  Stephenson,  of 
The  Technical  College,  Bradford, 
and  F.  Suddards,  of  The  Yorkshire 
College,  Leeds.  With  65  full-page 
plates.     Demy  8vo.     js.  6d. 


'  The  book  is  very  ably  done,  displaying  an 
intimate  knowledge  of  principles,  good 
taste,  and  the  faculty  of  clear  exposi- 
tion.'— y'orkshire  Post. 

TEXTBOOKS  OF  TECHNOLOGY. 

Edited  by  PROFESSORS  GARNETT 

and  WERTHEIMER. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  A  DRESS.  By  J. 
A.  E.  Wood.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo. 
IS.  6d. 

'  Though  primarily  intended  for  students, 
Miss  Wood's  dainty  little  manual  may  be 
consulted  with  advantage  by  any  girls 
who  want  to  make  their  own  frocks.  The 
directions  are  simple  and  clear,  and  the 
diagrams  very  helpful.' — Literature. 

CARPENTRY  AND  JOINERY.  By 
F.  C.  Webber.  With  many  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

'  An  admirable  elementary  text-book  on  the 
•ivUdiKcX.'  —  Builder. 

PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.  By 
Sidney  H.  Wells.  With  75  Illus- 
trations and  Diagrams.  Croivn  8vo. 
?,s.  6d. 
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Philosophy 


L.  T.  Hobhouse.     THE  THEORY  OF 
KNOWLEDGE.     By  L.  T.    Hob- 
house,   Fellow  of   C.C.C,   Oxford. 
Demy  Zvo.     21J. 
'  The     most     important     contribution     to 
English  philosophy  since  the  publication 
of    Mr.     Bradley's    "Appearance    and 
Reality."  ' — Glasgoiv  Herald. 
'  A  brilliantly  written  volume.' — Times. 

W.  H.   Fairbrother.     THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.    H.   GREEN.      By 
W.   H.   Fairbrother,   I\LA.     Cr. 
8vo.     y.  6d. 
'  In    every  way    an     admirable     book.' — 
Glasgow  Herald. 


F.  W.   BusseU.     THE  SCHOOL  OF 

PLATO.    By  F.  W.  Bussell,  D.D.  , 

Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  O.xford. 

Dcmv  8^'0.     loi.  dd. 

'A  clever   and    stimulating  book.' — Afan- 

Chester  Guardian. 

F.    S.    Granger.      THE   WORSHIP 
OF    THE    ROMANS.       By   F.    S. 
Granger,    M.A. ,    Litt.D.      Crown 
8vo.     6s. 
'  A  scholarly  analysis  of  the  religious  cere- 
monies,   beliefs,    and    superstitions    of 
ancient   Rome,  conducted    in  the   new 
light  of   comparative   anthropology.' — 
Times, 


Theology 


S.  R.  Driver.  SERMONS  ON  SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED  WITH 
THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By  S. 
R.  Driver,  D.D. ,  Canon  of  Christ 
Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew 
in  the  University  of  Oxford.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 
'  A  welcome  companion  to  the  author's 
famous  "  Introduction."' — Guardian. 

T.  K.  Cheyne.    FOUNDERS  OF  OLD 
TESTAMENT    CRITICISM.      By 
T.    K.   Cheyne,    D.D.,   Oriel  Pro- 
fessor at  Oxford.     Large  Crown  2>vo. 
ys.  6d. 
A  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism. 
'A  very  learned  and  instructive   work.' — 
Times. 

H.     RasMall.      DOCTRINE     AND 
DEVELOPMENT.     By  Hastings 
Rashdall,  M.A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  New  College,  Oxford.    Cr.  8vo.    6y. 
'A  very  interesting  attempt  to  restate  some 
of  the  principal  doctrines  of  Christianity. 
in  which  Mr.  Rashdall  appears  to  us  to 
have  achieved  a  high  measure  of  success. 
He  is  often  learneij,  almost  always  sym- 
pathetic, and  always  singularly  lucid.' — 
]\Ianchcster  Guardian. 

H.  H.  Henson.    APOSTOLIC  CHRIS- 
TIANITY:   As    Illustrated   by    the 


Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Corinthians. 
By  H.   H.  Hensox,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
All  Souls',  Oxford.      Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  worthy  contribution  towards  same  solu- 
tion of  the  great  religious  problems  of  tht 
present  day.' — Scotsman. 

H.  H.  Henson.  DISCIPLINE  AND 
LAW.  By  H.  Hensley  Henson, 
B.D.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls',  Oxford. 
Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

H.  H.  Henson.  LIGHT  AND 
LEAVEN  :  Historic.\l  and 
Social  Sermons.  By  H.  H.  Hen- 
son, M.A.     Cro-cV7t  8i'o.     6s. 

W.   H.   Bennett.      A    PRIMER    OF 

THE  BIBLE.     By  W.  H.  BennilTT. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

'  The  work  of  an  honest,  fearless,  and  sound 

critic,  and  an  excellent  guide  in  a  small 

compass  to  the  books  of  the  Bible.' — 

J\Tanciiester  Guardian. 

WiUiam  Harrison.  CLOVELLY 
SERMONS.  By  William  Harri- 
son, M.A.,  late  Rector  of  Clovelly. 
With  a  Preface  by  '  LuCAS  Malet.  ' 
Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

Cecilia  Robinson.  THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.     By  Deacon- 
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ness  Cecilia  Robinson.    With  an 
Introduction  by  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Winchester.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 
'A  learned  and  interesting  book.' — Scots- 
man. 

E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOY- 
HOOD. Notes  on  the  Rehgious 
Training  of  Boys.  By  E.  B. 
Layard,  M.A.     iSmo.  is. 

W.      Yorke     Fausset.      THE     DE 

CATECHIZANDIS  RUDIBUS 
OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited, 
with  Introduction,  Notes,  etc.,  by 
W.  Yorke  Fausset,  M.A.  Cr.  Svo. 
3^.  6d. 

F.  Weston.  THE  HOLY  SACRI- 
FICE. By  F.  Weston,  M.A, 
Curate  of  St.  Matthew's,  Westmin- 
ster.    Pott  8vo.     6d.  net. 

A  small  volume  of  devotions  at  the  Holy 
Communion,  especially  adapted  to  the 
needs  of  .servers  and  those  who  do  not 
communicate. 


A  Kempis.  THE  IMITATION  OF 
CHRIST.  By  Thomas  A.  Kempis. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Dean 
Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo. 
2s.  6d.     Padded  morocco,  55. 

'  Amongst  all  the  innumerable  English 
editions  of  the  "Imitation,"  there  can 
have  been  few  which  were  prettier  than 
this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome 
type,  with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials.' — 
Gtasgcnu  Herald. 

J.  Keble.  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
By  John  Keble.  With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  W.  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College. 
Illustrated  by  R.  Anning  Bell. 
Second  Edition.  Fcap.  %vo.  3^.  6d. 
Padded  morocco.     5s. 

'  The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all 
the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 
Mr.  Lock.' — Guardian. 


©jforj)  Commcntarfes 

General  Editor,  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College,  Dean 
Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
THE   BOOK  OF  JOB.      Edited,  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds.     DemyZvo.     6s. 

IbanDbooFis  of  ^beolog^ 

General  Editor,  A.  Robertson,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King's  College,  London. 


THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.   Edited 
with  an   Introduction   by   E.   C.   S. 
Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds,  late 
Principal  of  Wells  Theological  Col- 
lege.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition 
in  One  Volume.    Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d. 
'We  welcome  with  the  utmost  satisfaction 
a   new,  cheaper,  and   more  convenient 
edition  of  Dr.   Gibson's  book.     It  was 
greatly  wanted.     Dr.  Gibson  has  given 
theological  students  just  what  they  want, 
and  we  should  like  to  think  that  it  was 
in   the  hands    of   every  candidate    for 
orders.  '^Guardian. 
AN     INTRODUCTION    TO     THE 
HISTORY   OF    RELIGION.      By 
F.  B.   Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Prin- 
cipal   of    Bishop     Hatfield's    Hall. 
Demy  8vo.    10s.  6d. 
'The  merit  of  this  book  lies  in  the  penetra- 
tion, the  singular  acuteness  and  force  of 
the  author's  judgment.     He  is  at  once 
critical  and  luminous,  at  once  just  and 


suggestive.        A      comprehensive      and 
thorough  book.' — Birtningham  Post. 
THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCAR- 
NATION.   By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A., 
late   fellow    of    Magdalen    College, 
Oxon. ,  and  Principal  of  Pusey  House. 
In  Two  Volumes.     Demy  8vo.     151. 
'  A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the 
main  currents  of  speculation.     Scholarly 
precision  .  .  .  genuine   tolerance   .    .    . 
intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 
Ottley 's  merits.' — Guardian. 
AN     INTRODUCTION    TO    THE 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CREEDS.    By 
A.  E.  Burns,   Examining  Chaplain 
to  the  Bishop  of  Lichfield.      Demy 
8vo.     los.  6d. 
'  This  book  may  be  expected  to  hold   its 
place  as  an  authority  on  its  subject.' — 
Spectator. 
'  It  is  an  able  and  learned  treatise,  and  con- 
tains a  mass  of  information  which  will 
be  most  useful   to  scholars." — Glasgow 
Herald. 
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XLbc  Cburcbman's  Xtbrarg 

Edited  by  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D. 


THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY.     By  W.  E.  Col- 
lins,   M.A.      With    Map.    Cr.    8vo. 
Ss.  6d. 
An    investigation    in    detail,    based    upon 
original   aathorities,  of  the  beginnings 
of  the  English  Church,  with  a  careful 
account  of  earlier  Celtic  Christianity. 
'  An  excellent  example  of  thorough  and  fresh 
historical  work.' — Guardian. 

SOME   NEW   TESTAMENT    PRO- 


BLEMS. By  Arthur  Wright, 
Fellow  of  Queen's  College,  Cam- 
bridge.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN 
HERE  AND  HEREAFTER.  By 
Canon  Wintekbotham,  M.A., 
B.SC,  LL.B.     Cr.  8vo.     35.  6d. 

'  A  most  able  book,  at  once  exceedingly 
thoughtful  and  richly  suggestive.' — Gias- 
gow  Herald. 


Zhc  Xibrarg  of  2)evotion 

Foit  Svo,  cloth,  2s.;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 
'  This  series  is  excellent.' — The  Bishop  of  London. 
'  A  very  delightful  edition.' — The  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 
'  Well  worth  the  attention  of  the  Clergy.' — The  Bishop  of  Lichfield. 
'The  new  "  Library  of  Devotion  "  is  excellent.' — The  Bishop  of  Peterborough. 
'  Charming.' — Record. 


'  Delightful.' — Church  Bells. 
THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  ST.  AU- 
GUSTINE.       Newly    Translanted, 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by 
C.  BiGG,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ 
Church.     Second  Edition. 
'  The  translation   is   an  excellent  piece  of 
English,  and  the  introduction  is  a  mas- 
terly exposition.     We   augur  well  of  a 
series  which  begins  so  satisfactorily.' — 
Times. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.    By  John 

Keble.       With     Introduction    and 

Notes    by   Walter    Lock,    D.D., 

Warden  of  Keble   College,   Ireland 

Professor  at  Oxford. 

'  The  volume  is  very  prettily  bound  and 

printed,  and  may  fairly  claim  to  be  an 

advance    on    any  previous   editions.' — 

Guardian. 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.    A 
Revised  Translation,  with  an  Intro- 


duction,  by    C.    BiGG,    D.D.,    late 
Student  of  Christ  Church. 
A  practically  new  translation  of  this  book, 

which  the  reader  has,  almost  for  the  first 

time,   exactly  in  the  shape  in  which  it 

left  the  hands  of  the  author. 
'  A  beautiful  and  scholarly  production.' — 

Speaker. 
'  A  nearer  approach  to  the  original  than 

has  yet  existed  in  English.' — Academy. 

A  BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS.  By  J. 
W.  Stanbridge,  M.A.,  Rector  of 
Bainton,  Canon  of  York,  and  some- 
time Fellow  of  St.  John's  College, 
Oxford. 
It  is  probably  the  best  book  of  its  kind.     It 

deserves  high  commendation.' — Church 

Gazette. 

LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.  By  John 
Keble.  Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D., 
Warden  of  Keble  College,  Oxford. 


XeaDers  of  IRcIicjlon 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.    With  Portraits,  Crown  Zvo.    3^.6^. 
A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious 
life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 
The  following  are  ready — 


CARDINAL  NEWMAN.     By  R.   H. 

HUTTON. 

JOHN  WESLEY.      By  J.   H.   Over- 
TON,  M.A. 


BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.      By  G. 

W.  Daniell,  M.A. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.     By  A.  W. 

HUTTON,  M.A. 
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CHARLES  SIMEON.     By  H.  C.  G. 

MouLE,  D.D. 
JOHN  KEBLE.     By  Walter  Lock, 

D.D. 
THOMAS    CHALMERS.      By    Mrs. 

Oliphant. 
LANCELOT  ANDREWES,      By  R. 

L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY. 

By  E.  L.  CuTTS,  D.D. 
WILLIAM      LAUD.       By    W.     H. 

HUTTON,  B.D. 

Other  volumes  will  be 


By  F.  MacCunn. 
By  R.  F.  HoRTON, 


JOHN  KNOX. 
JOHN  HOWE. 

D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN.     By  F.  A.  Clarke, 

M.A. 
GEORGE    FOX,    THE    QUAKER. 

ByT.  HODGKIN,  D.C.L. 
JOHN      DONNE.       By    Augustus 

Jessopp,  D.D. 
THOMAS    CRANMER.      By.  A.    J. 

Mason. 
announced  in  due  course. 


Fiction 


A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS. 

Nineteenth  Edition. 
VENDETTA.     Fifteenth  Edition. 
THELMA.      Twenty-first  Edition 
ARDATH:     THE    STORY    OF    A 

DEAD  SELF.     Eleventh  Edition 
THE    SOUL    OF    LILITH,     Ni7ith 

Edition. 
WORMWOOD.     Ninth  Edition. 
BARABBAS  :    A  DREAM  OF  THE 
WORLD'S    TRAGEDY.       Thirty- 
fourth  Edition. 

'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 
and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writ- 
ing have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of 
the  conception,  and  the  conviction  is 
forced  on  us  that  even  so  exalted  a  sub- 
ject cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us, 
provided  it  be  presented  in  the  true  spirit 
of  Christian  faith.     The   amplifications 


8IX    SHILLING    NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli's  Novels 

Large  crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 


of  the  Scripture  narrative  are  often  con- 
ceived with  high  poetic  insight,  and  this 
"  Dream  of  the  World's  Tragedy "  is 
a  lofty  and  not  inadequate  paraphrase 
of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired 
narrative." — Dublin  Review. 

THE      SORROWS      OF      SATAN. 
Forty-first  Edition. 

'  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The 
conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the 
memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has 
immense  command  of  language,  and  a 
limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting 
and  remarkable  romance  will  live  long 
after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature 
of  the  day  is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary 
phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sub- 
lime."— W.  T.  Stead  in  the  Review 
of  Reviews. 


Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 

THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.      Eighth 

Edition. 

'  A  very  remarkable    book,   deserving    of 

critical  analysis   impossible  within   our 

limit ;    brilliant,    but    not    superficial  ; 

well    considered,    but    not    elaborated  ; 

constructed  with  the  proverbial  art  that 

conceals,   but    yet    allows   itself  to   be 

enjoyed  by  readers  to  whom  fine  literary 

method  is  a  keen  pleasure.' —  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.    Fifth  Edition. 

'A   graceful,    vivacious    comedy,    true    to 

human    nature.      The    characters     are 

traced  with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.       Fifth  Edition. 

'Of  all   Mr.    Hope's   books,   "A   M.in   of 

Mark"  is  the  one  which  best  compares 


with     "  The     Prisoner 
National  Observer. 


of    Zenda." ' — 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT 
ANTONIO.  Fourth  Edition. 
'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love 
and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate, 
and  modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peer- 
less gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a 
faithful  friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe.' 
— Guardian- 

PHROSO.      Illustrated     by     H.     R, 
Millar.      Fourth  Edition. 
'  The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,  stirring  the  blood."— 67.  James's 
Gazette. 
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'  A  story  of  adventure,  every  page  of  which 
is  palpitating  with  action.' — Speaker. 

'From  cover  to  cover  "Phroso"  not  only 
engages  the  attention,  but  carries  the 
reader  in  little  whirls  of  delight  from 
adventure  to  adventure.' — Acadcnty. 

SIMON  DALE.      Illustrated.     Third 
Edition. 
'  "  Simon  Dale  "  is  one  of  the  best  historical 


romances  that  have  been  written  for  a 
long  while.' — St.  James's  Gazette. 

'  A  brilliant  novel.  The  story  is  rapid  and 
most  excellently  told.  As  for  the  hero, 
he  is  a  perfect  hero  of  romance  ' — 
Athen<eu»i. 

'  There  is  searching  analysis  _  of  human 
nature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  con- 
structed plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the 
contrasts  of  his  women  with  marvellous 
subtlety  and  delicacy.' — Times. 


Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Crown  %vo.     6s.  each. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE. 
Fifth  Edition. 
'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  ex- 
ecuted.   There  is  strength  and  genius  in 
Mr.  Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.     Fourth  Edition. 
'  A  splendid  study  of  character.' — 

A  thenceum.. 
'A  very  striking  and  admirable  novel." — 
St.  James's  Gazette. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A 
SAVAGE. 
'The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to 
work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parker  has  done  it 
with  great  skill  and  delicacy.  The 
reader  who  is  not  interested  in  this 
original,  fresh,  and  well-told  tale  must 
be  a  dull  person  indeed.' — 

Daily  Chronicle. 

THE   TR.\IL    OF    THE    SWORD. 

Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition. 
'  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like 
this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur- 
prises are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds 
done,  in  which  men  and  women  live  and 
love  in  the  old  passionate  way,  is  a  joy 
inexpressible.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

WHEN    VALMOND     CAME     TO 
PONTIAC:    The  Story  of  a   Lost 
Napoleon.     Fourth  Edition. 
'Here   we  find  romance — real,  breathing, 
living  romance.     The  character  of  Val- 
mond  is  drawn  unerringly.     The  book 
must  be  read,  we  may  say  re-read,  for 
any  one  thoroughly  to  appreciate  Mr. 
Parker's  delicate  touch  and  innate  sym- 
pathy   with     humanity.'  —  Pall    Mall 
Gazette. 

AN      ADVENTURER      OF      THE 
NORTH  :  The  Last  Adventures  of 
'  Pretty  Pierre.'     Second  Edition. 
'The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  mov- 
ing stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it 


will  add  to  Mr.  Parker's  already  high 
reputation.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

THE   SEATS   OF    THE   MIGHTY. 
Illustrated.      Tenth  Edition. 

'  The  best  thing  he  has  done ;  one  of  the 
best  things  that  any  one  has  done  lately.' 
— St.  James's  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Parker  seems  to  become  stronger  and 
easier  with  every  serious  novel  that  he 
attempts.  He  shows  the  matured  power 
which  his  former  novels  have  led  us  to 
expect,  and  has  produced  a  really  fine 
historical  novel.' — Athen/zvm. 

'  A  ereat  book.' — Black  a?id  White. 
THE    POMP  OF  THE   LAVILET- 
TES.     Second  Edition,     y.  6d. 

'  Living,  breathing  romance,  genuine  and 

unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  and  more 

subtle  knowledge  of  human  nature  than 

Mr.  Parker  has  ever  displayed  before. 

It  is,  in  a  word,  the  work  of  a  true  artist.' 

—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG : 

a     Romance    of    Two    Kingdoms. 

Illustrated.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Such  a  splendid  story,  so  splendidly  told, 
will  be  read  with  avidity,  and  will  add 
new  honour  even  to  Mr.  Parker's  reputa- 
tion.'— St.  James's  Gazette. ^ 

'  No  one  who  takes  a  pleasure  in  literature 
but  will  read  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker's  latest 
romance  with  keen  enjoyment.  The  mere 
writing  is  so  good  as  to  be  a  delight  in 
itself,  apart  altogether  from  the  interest 
of  the  tale.' — Patl  Mall  Gazette. 

'  Nothing  more  %'igorous  or  more  human  has 
come  from  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  than  this 
novel.  It  has  all  the  graphic  power  of 
his  last  book,  with  truer  feeling  for  the 
romance,  both  of  human  life  and  wild 
nature.  There  is  no  character  without  its 
unique  and  picturesque  interest.  Mr. 
Parker's  style,  especially  his  descriptive 
style,  has  in  this  book,  perhaps  even  more 
than  elsewhere,  aptness  and  vitality.' — 
Literature. 
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S.  Baring  Gould's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.     6s.  each. 

'To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  "Mehalah"  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic  descrip- 
tions of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.' — Speaker. 

'  That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that  may 
be  very  generally  accepted.  His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his  language 
pointed  and  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are  striking  and  original, 
his  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  exceptional  people,  are  drawn  and 
coloured  with  artistic  force.  Add  to  this  that  his  descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are 
painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled  hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always 
fresh  and  never  dull,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity  widens.' — 
Court  Circular. 


ARMINELL.     Fourth  Edition. 

URITH.     Fifth  Edition. 

IN    THE     ROAR    OF    THE    SEA. 

Sixth  Editiofi. 
MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGEN- 

VEN.     Fourth  Edition. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.  Fourth  Edition . 
THE  QUEEN   OF    LOVE.      Fourth 

Edition. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.     Third 

Edition. 
JACQUETTA.     Third  Edition. 


KITTY  ALONE.     Fifth  Edition. 

NOEMI.    Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition. 

THE  BROOM-SQUIRE.    Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition. 

THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 
Third  Editio?t. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS    THE    TINNER.       Illus- 
ti  ated.     Second  Edition. 

BLADYS.  Illustrated.  Seco7id Edition. 

DOMITIA.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion. 


Conan  Doyle.     ROUND  THE  RED 
LAMP.      By    A.    Conan    Doyle. 
Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     t>s, 
'The  book  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the 
scenes  of  the  consulting-room.' — Illus- 
trated London  News. 

Stanley  Weyman.  UNDER  THE 
RED  ROBE.  By  Stanley  Wey- 
man, Author  of  '  A  Gentleman  of 
France."  With  Illustrations  by  R.  C. 
WOODVILLE.  Fifteenth  Edition. 

Crown  8vo.  6s. 
'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all  must 
read  this  thrilling  romance,  from  the 
first  page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breath- 
less reader  is  haled  along.  An  inspira- 
tion of  manliness  and  courage.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  WAGES  OF 
SIN.  By  Lucas  Malet.  Thir- 
teenth Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  CARISSIMA. 
By  Lucas  Malet,  Author  of  '  The 
Wages  of  Sin,'  etc.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 


George  Gissing.     THE  TOWN  TRA- 
VELLER.    By    George   Gissing, 
Author  of  '  Demos,'  '  In  the  Year  of 
Jubilee,'  etc.    Second  Edition.      Cr. 
8vo.     6s, 
'It  is  a  bright  and  witty  book  above  all 
things.     Polly  Sparkes  is  a  splendid  bit 
of  work.  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
'The  spirit  of  Dickens  is  in  it.' — Bookman. 

S.  R.  Crockett.     LOCH  INVAR.     By 

S.   R.  Crockett,  Author  of   'The 

Raiders,'    etc.      Illustrated.      Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  Full  of  gallantry  and  pathos,  of  the  clash 

of  arms,  and  brightened  by  episodes  of 

humour  and   love.  .  .  .' — IVestminster 

Gazette. 

S.  R.  Crockett.     THE  STANDARD 
BEARER.      By  S.    R.  Crockett. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  delightful  tale  in  bis  best  style.' — 

S/eaier. 
'  Mr.  Crockett  at  his  best.' — Literature. 

Arthur  Morrison.  TALES  OF 
MEAN  SIREETS.  By  Arthur 
Morrison.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr, 
8vo,     6s, 
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'  Told  with  consummate  art  and  extra- 
ordinary detail.  In  tlie  true  humanity 
of  the  book  lies  its  justification,  the 
permanence  of  its  interest,  and  its  in- 
dubitable triumph.' — AtkeniBunt. 

'  A  great  book.  TThe  author's  method  is 
amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a 
thrilling  sense  of  reality.  The  writer 
lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.  The  book 
is  simply  appalling  and  irresistible  in 
its  interest.  It  is  humorous  also  ;  with- 
out humour  it  would  not  make  the  mark 
it  is  certain  to  make.' — World. 

Arthur   Morrison.      A   CHILD    OF 
THE  JAGO.     By  Arthur  Morri- 
son.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  book  is  a  masterpiece.' — Paii  Mall 

Gazette. 
'  Told  with  great  vigour  and  powerful  sim- 
plicity.'— A  ihenautn, 
Mrs.     Clifford.       A      FLASH      OF 
SUMMER.     By  Mrs.  W.  K.  Clif- 
ford, Author  of  'Aunt  Anne,'  etc. 
Second  Editiofi.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  story  is  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquis- 
itely told.' — Speaker. 
Emily  Lawless.     HURRISH.     By  the 
Honble.  Emily  Lawless,  Author  of 
'  Maelcho, '  etc.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr. 
Svo.     6s. 
Emily  Lawless.     MAELCHO  :  a  Six- 
teenth  Century   Romance.      By  the 
Honble.   Emily  Lawless.     Second 
Edition.     Crow7i  Svo.     6s. 
'  A  really  great  book.' — Spectator. 
'There  is  no  keener  pleasure  in  life  than 
the  recognition  of  genius.     A  piece  of 
work  of  the  first  order,  which  we  do  not 
hesitate  to  describe  as  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  literary  achievements  of  this 
generation.' — Manchester  Guardian. 
Emily     Lawless.       TRAITS     AXD 
CONFIDENCES.     By  the  Honble. 
Emily  Lawless.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 
E.  W.  Homung.     THE  AMATEUR 
CRACKSMAN.      By  E.  W.   HoR- 
NUXG.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  An    audaciously  entertaining    volume.' — 

Spectator. 
'  Fascinating  and  entertaining  in  a  supreme 

degree.' — Daily  Mail. 
'  We  are  fascinated  by   the   individuality, 
the  daring,  and  the  wonderful  coolness 
of   Raffles   the  resourceful,   and   follow 
him  breathlessly  in  his  career.' — World. 

Jane  Barlow.    A  CREEL  OF  IRISH 
STORIES.       By    Jane    Baklow, 


Author    of    '  Irish    Idylls.'      Second 
Edition.     Crotcn  8vo.     6s. 
'  Vivid  and  singularly  re.al.' — Scotsman. 

Jane  Barlow.     FROM  THE   EAST 
UNTO   THE   WEST.      By    Jane 
Barlow.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  genial  humour  and  never-failing  sym- 
pathy recommend  the  book  to  those  who 
like  healthy  fiction.' — Scotsman. 
Mrs.Caffyn.  ANNEMAULEVERER. 
By  Mrs.  Caffyn  (Iota),   Author  of 
'  The  Yellow  Aster.'   Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  author  leaves  with  us  a  most  delect- 
able addition  to  the  heroines  in  modem 
fiction,  and  she  has  established  herself 
as  one  of  the  leading  women  novelists  of 
the  day.' — Daily.  Chronicle. 
'  A  fine  conception  and  absorbingly  interest- 
ing. ' — A  thenceum. 

Dorothea  Gerard.    THINGS  THAT 
HAVE    HAPPENED.     By  Doro- 
thea   Gerard,   Author   of  '  Lady 
Baby.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  All  the  stories  are  delightful.' — Scotsman. 
J.     H.     Findlater.      THE    GREEN 
GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE.      By 
Jane     H.      Findlater.       Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'A  powerful  and  vivid  story.' — Standard. 
'  A  beautiful  stor>-,  sad  and  strange  as  truth 

itself.' — Vanity  Fair. 
'A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazette.  _ 
'  A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful 

story. ' — Guardian. 
'  Reveals  to  us  a  new  writer  of  undoubted 

faculty  and  reserve  force.' — Spectator. 
'An  exquisite  idyll,  delicate,  affecting,  and 
beautiful.' — Black  and  White. 
J.    H.   Findlater.      A    DAUGHTER 
OF    STRIFE.      By   Jane    Helen 
Findlater.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'A  story  of  strong  human  interest.' — Scots- 
man. 

J.     H.    Findlater.      RACHEL.      By 
Jane      H.      Findlater.       Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'Powerful    and     sympathetic'  —  Glasgow 

Herald. 
'  A  not  unworthy  successor  to  "  The  Green 
Graves  of  Balgowrie."  ' — Critic. 

Mary      Findlater.       OVER      THE 
HILLS.       By    Mary    Findlater. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  strong  and  fascinating  piece  of  work.' — 
Scotsman. 
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'  A  charming  romance,  and  full  of  incident. 
The  book  is  fresh  and  strong.' — Speaker. 
'  A  strong  and  wise  book  of  deep  insight  and 
unflinching  truth." — BirDiinghani  Post. 
Mary     Findlater.      BETTY     M  US- 
GRAVE.      By  Mary   Findlater. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Handled  with  dignity  and  delicacy.  .  .   . 

A  most  touching  story.' — Spectator. 
'  Told  with  great  skill,  and  the  pathos  of  it 
rings  true  and  unforced  throughout.' — 
Glasgozu  Herald. 

Alfred  Ollivant.    OWD  BOB,   THE 

GREY  DOG  OF  KENMUIR.    By 

Alfred  Ollivant.  Second Editio?i. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'Weird,     thrilling,     strikingly    graphic' — 

Punc/i. 
'  We  admire  this  book.  .  .  .  It  is  one  to  read 
with  admiration  and  to  praise  with  en- 
thusiasm.'— Bookmafi. 
'  It  is  a  fine,  open-air,  blood-stirring  book, 
to  be  enjoyed  by  every  man  and  woman 
to  whom  a  dog  is  dear.' — Literature. 
B.    M.    Croker.      PEGGY    OF    THE 
BARTONS.      By   B.    M.   Crokek, 
Author      of      'Diana     Barrington.' 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Mrs.  Croker  e.tcels  in  the  admirably  simple, 
easy,  and  direct  flow  of  her  narrative,  the 
briskness  of  her  dialogue,  and  the  geni- 
ality of  her  portraiture.' — Spectator. 
'  All  the  characters,  indeed,  are  drawn  with 
clearness  and  certainty  ;  and  it  would  be 
hard  to  name  any  quality  essential  to 
first-class  work  which  is  lacking  from  this 
book.' — Saturday  Review. 

H.   G.   WeUs.    THE   STOLEN    BA- 
CILLUS,   and    other    Stories.      By 
H.    G.    Wells.       Second    Edition. 
Crown  %vo.     6s. 
'  They  are  the  impressions  of  a  very  striking 
imagination,  which,  it  would  seem,  has 
a  great  deal  within  its  reach.' — Saturday 
Review. 

H.    G.    WeUs.      THE    PLATTNER 
STORY  AND  Others.     By  H.   G. 
Wells.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 
'  Weird  and  mysterious,  they  seem  to  hold 
the  reader  as  by  a  magic  spell.' — Scots- 
man. 

Sara  Jeanette  Duncan.  A  VOYAGE 
OF  CONSOLATION.  By  Sara 
Jeanette  Duncan,  Author  of  '  An 
American  Girl  in  London.'  Illus- 
trated.   Third  Editio7i.    Cr.  8-vo.    6s. 


'A  most  delightfully  bright  book.' — Daily 
Telegraph. 

'  The  dialogue  is  full  of  wit.' — Globe. 

'  Laughter    lurks   in    every  page.' — Daily 
Netvs. 
C.  F.  Keary.     THE  JOURNALIST. 
By  C.  F.  Keary.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  It  is  rare  indeed  to  find  such  poetical  sym- 
pathy with  Nature  joined  to  close  study 
of  character  and  singularly  truthful  dia- 
logue :  but  then  "The  Journalist"  is 
altogether  a  rare  book.' — AtheniEuiii. 

E.  F.  Benson.      DODO :  A  DETAIL 
OF  THE  DAY.     By  E.  F.  Benson. 
Sixteenth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  perpetual  feast  of  epigram  and  paradox.' 
— Speaker. 
E.  F.  Benson.     THE  VINTAGE.     By 
E.   F.  Benson.     Author  of  'Dodo.' 
Illustrated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Full  of  fire,  earnestness,   and  beauty.' — 
The  World. 
E.  F.  Benson.    THE  CAPSINA.     By 
E.   F.  Benson,  Author   of  '  Dodo.' 
With  Illustrations  by  G.  P.  Jacomb- 
Hood.    Second  Ediiioti.    Cr.8vo.  6s. 
'  The  story  moves  through  an  atmosphere 
of  heroism  and  ad  venture.' — Manchester 
Guardian. 

Mrs.     Oliphant.       SIR    ROBERT'S 
FORTUNE.     By.  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
CroTvn  8vo.     6s. 
Mrs.  Oliphant.    THE  TWO  MARYS. 
By  Mrs.  Oliphant.    Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Mrs.      Olipnant.        THE      LADY'S 
WALK.       By      Mrs.      Oliphant. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
W.  E.  Norris.    MATTHEWAUSTIN. 
By  W.  E.  Norris,  Author  of  Made- 
moiselle de    Mersac,'  etc.      Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'An  intellectually  satisfactory  and  morally 
bracing  novel.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
W.  E.  Norris.     HIS  GRACE.     By  W. 
E.  Norris.     Third  Edition.    Crown 
8vo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Norris  has  drawn  a  really  fine  char- 
acter in  the  Duke.' — Atkemeum. 
W.    E.    Norris.       THE    DESPOTIC 
LADY  AND  OTHERS.     By  W.  E. 
Norris.     Crown  8vo.    6s. 
'  A  budget  of  good  fiction  of  which  no  one 
will  tiro.' — Scotsman. 
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V/.  E.  Norris.   CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 
By  W.  E.  NORRIS.     Cr.  Zvo.     6j. 
'  As  a  story  it  is  admirable,  as  a/t-'K  desftrit 
it  is  capital,  as  a   lay  sermon  studded 
with  gems  of  wit  and  wisdom  it  is  a 
model.'— r/t<r  World. 
W.    Clark   RusseU.       MY    DANISH 
SWEETHEART.      By  W.   Clark 
Russell.        Illustrated.        Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Robert  Barr.     IN  THE  MIDST  OF 
ALARMS.       By     Robert     Barr. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
byitscapltal  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph.' — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

Robert    Barr.       THE     MUTABLE 

MANY.    By  Robert  Barr.    Second 

Edition.     Crown  %z'o.     6s. 

'  Very  much  the  best  novel  that  Mr.  Barr 

has  yet  given  us.    There  is  much  insight 

in   it,    and   much  excellent  humour.' — 

Daily  Chronicle. 

Robert    Barr.      THE    COUNTESS 
TEKLA.  By  Robert  Barr.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  Thrilling  and  brilliant.' — Critic. 
'  Such  a   tale  as   Mr.    Barr's  would   ever 
receive   a  hearty   welcome.       Of  these 
mediaeval   romances,    which     are    now 
gaining  ground,  "The  Countess  Tekla" 
is  the  very  best  we  have  seen.      The 
story  is  written  in  clear  English,  and  a 
picturesque,  moving  style.' — Pall  Jl/all 
Gazette. 
Andrew  Balfour.     BY  STROKE  OF 
SWORD.     By  Andrew  Balfour. 
Illustrated.     Fourth   Edition.      Cr. 
8vo.     6s. 

A  banquet  of  good  things.' — Academy. 
'  A  recital  of  thrilling  interest,   told  with 
unflagging  vigour.' — Globe. 
An  unusually  excellent  example  of  a  semi- 
historic  romance.' — World. 

Andrew  Balfour.     TO  ARMS !      By 
Andrew     Balfour.       Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The  marvellous  perils  through  which  Allan 
passes  are  told  in   powerful  and  lively 
fashion.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
R.  B.  Townshend.     LONE  PINE:  A 
Romance  of  Mexican  Life.     By  R. 
B.  TovvNSHEKD.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  It  is  full  of  incident  and  adventure.     The 
great  fight  is  as  thrilling  a  bit  of  fight- 
ing as  we  have  read  for  many  a  day.' — 
Speaker. 


'  The  volume  is  evidently  the  work  of  a 
clever  writer  and  of  an  educated  and 
experienced  traveller.' — Athfjuruin. 

J.   Maclaren  Cobban.     THE  KING 

OF    ANDAMAN:     A    Saviour    of 

Society.    By  J.  M.\claren  Cobban. 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  An  unquestionably  interesting  book.     It 

contains  one  character,  at  least,  who  has 

in  him  the  root  of  immortality.' — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 

J.  Maclaren  Cobban.     WILT  THOU 

HAVE  THIS   WOMAN?      By    J. 

Maclaren  Cobban.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
J.  Maclaren  Cobban.    THE  ANGEL 

OF    THE    COVENANT.       By    J. 

Maclaren  Cobban.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

'  Mr.  Cobban  has  achieved  a  work  of  such 
rare  distinction  that  there  is  nothing 
comparable  with  it  in  recent  Scottish 
romance.  It  is  a  great  historical  picture, 
in  which  fact  and  fancy  are  welded  to- 
gether in  a  fine  realisation  of  the  spirit  of 
the  times.'— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Marshall  Saunders.  ROSE  A  CHAR- 

LITTE :     A     Romantic    Story    of 

Acadie.    By  Marsh.\ll  Saunders. 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'Graceful    and    well    written.' — Saturday 

Kezneiu. 

'Charmingly  told.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

R.   N.   Stephens.     AN  ENEMY  TO 

THE  KING.     By  R.  N.  Stephens. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'  It  is  full  of  movement,  and  the  movement 

is  always  buoyant.' — Scotsman. 
'A  stirring  story  with  plenty  of  movement.' 
— Black  and  White. 

Robert  Hicliens.      BYEWAYS.      By 
Robert     Hitchins.        Author     of 
'Flames,  etc'   Seco?id Edition.     Cr. 
8vo.     6s. 
'  The  work  is  undeniably  that  of  a  man  of 
striking  imagination.' — Daily  News. 
Percy  White.    A  P.ASSIONATE  PIL- 
GRIM.    By  Percy  White,  Author 
of  '  Mr.  Bailey-Martin.'    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
W.    Pett  Ridge.     SECRETARY  TO 
BAYNE,  M.P.   By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 
E.  Dawson  and  A.  Moore.    ADRIAN 
ROME.      By  E.    Dawson  and  A. 
Moore,  Authors  of  'A  Comedy  of 
Masks.'     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  A  clever  novel    dealing  with  youth  and 
genius.' — Academy. 
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J.  S.  Fletcher.  THE  BUILDERS. 
By  J.  S.  Fletcher.  Author  of 
'When  Charles  1.  was  King." 
Second  Edition,     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

J.   S.  netcher.      THE  PATHS  OF 
THE  PRUDENT.    By  J.  S.  Flet- 
cher.    Crown  %vo.     ds. 
'  The  story  has  a  curious  fascination  for  the 
reader,  and  the  theme  and  character  are 
handled  with  rare  ability.' — Scotsman. 
'  Dorinthia  is  charming.     The  story  is  told 
withgreathumour.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

J.    B.    Burton.     IN   THE   DAY  OF 

ADVERSITY.    By  J.  Blouxdelle- 
BURTON.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
'  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly 
dramatic  situations.  — Guardian. 

J.  B.  Burton.     DENOUNCED.     By 
J.    Bloundelle- Burton.      Second 
Edition.     Cro"ivn  8vo.     6s. 
'A  fine,  manly,  spirited  piece  of  work.' — 
IForld. 

J.    B.   Burton.      THE    CLASH    OF 
ARMS.     By  J.    Bloundelle-Bur- 
TON.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'A  brave  story — brave  in  deed,  brave  in 
word,  brave  in  thought.' — St.  James's 
Gazette. 
J.  B.  Burton.     ACROSS  THE  SALT 
SEAS.  By  J.  Bloundelle-Burton. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'  The_  very  essence  of  the  true  romantic 
spirit.' — Truth. 


R.    Murray   GUchrist.       WILLOW- 
BRAKE.      By    R.    Murray    Gil- 
christ.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 
'It  is  a  singularly  pleasing  and  eminently 
wholesome    volume,   with    a    decidedly 
charming    note    of   pathos    at    various 
points.' — AthencEutn. 

W.  C.  ScuUy.    THE  WHITE  HECA- 
TOMB.    By  W.  C.  Scully,  Author 
of  '  Kafir  Stories.'     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'  Reveals  a  marvellously  intimate  under- 
standing of  the  Kaffir  mind.' — African 
Critic. 

W.    C.    ScuUy.       BETWEEN    SUN 

AND  SAND.     By  W.  C.  Scully, 

Author  of  'The  White   Hecatomb.' 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

'The  reader  passes  at  once  into  the  very 

atmosphere  of  the  African  desert :  the 

inexpressible  space  and  stillness  swallow 

him  up,  and  there  is  no  world  for  him  but 

that  immeasvu-able  waste.' — Athenceurn. 

M.  M.  Dowie.  GALLIA.  By  M^nie 
Muriel  Dowie,  Author  of  A  Girl 
in  the  Karpathians.'  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo,     6s. 

M.  M.  Dowie.  THE  CROOK  OF 
THE  BOUGH.  By  Minnie  Muriel 
Dowie.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

Julian  Corbett.  A  BUSINESS  IN 
GREAT  WATERS.  By  Julian 
Corbett.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s. 


OTHER  SIX-SHILLING  NOVELS 

Crown  %vo. 


MISS  ERIN.     By  M.  E.  Francis. 
ANANIAS.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Alan 

Brodrick. 
CORRAGEEN    IN     '98.        By    Mrs. 

Orpen. 
THE  PLUNDER  PIT.    ByJ.  Keigh- 

ley  Snowden. 
CROSS  TRAILS.    By  Victor  Waite. 
SUCCESSORS    TO     THE    TITLE. 

By  Mrs.  Walford. 
KIRKHAM'S     FIND.       By    Mary 

Gaunt. 
DEADMAN'S.     By  Mary  Gaunt. 
CAPTAIN  JACOBUS  :  A  ROMANCE 

OF  THE  ROAD.    By  L.  COPE  CoRN- 

FORD. 


By  L.  Cope 
By 


SONS  OF  ADVERSITY. 

CORNFORD. 

THE    KING    OF    ALBERIA. 

Laura  Daintrey. 
THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE. 

By  Mary  A.  Owen. 
CHILDREN    OF    THIS    WORLD. 

By  Ellen  F.  Pinsent. 
AN    ELECTRIC    SPARK.      By    G. 

Manville  Fenn. 
UNDER       SHADOW      OF       THE 

MISSION.     By  L.  S.  McChesney. 

THE    SPECULATORS.      By    J.    F. 

Brewer. 
THE     SPIRIT    OF    STORM.      By 

Ronald  Ross. 
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THE    QUEENSBERRY    CUP.      By 

Clive  p.  Wolley. 
A  HOME   IN   INVERESK.     By  T. 

L.  Paton. 
MISS  ARMSTRONG'S   AND 

OTHER  CIRCUMSTANCES.     By 

John  Davidson. 
DR.  CONGALTON'S  LEGACY.    By 

Henry  Johnston. 
TIME    AND    THE    WOMAN.     By 

Richard  Pryce. 
THIS  MAN'S  DOMINION.     By  the 

Author  of  '  A  High  Little  World.' 
DIOGENES  OF  LONDON.     By  H. 

B.  Marriott  Watson. 
THE    STONE    DRAGON.     By 

Murray  Gilchrist. 
A    VICAR'S    WIFE.      By    Evelyn 

Dickinson. 


ELSA.     By  E.  M 'Queen  Grav. 
THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY.     By 


L 


Hooper. 

THE  FALL   OF  THE   SPARROW. 
By  M.  C.  Balfour. 

A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.  By  Herbert 

MORRAH. 

THE       FAITHFUL      CITY.         By 
Herbert  Morrah. 

IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP.     By  J.  .'\. 

Barry. 
BIJLI,   THE   DANCER.     By  James 

Blythe  Patton. 

WIFE.        By     Norma 


JOSIAH'S 

Lorimer. 
THE       PHILANTHROPIST. 

Lucy  Maynard. 
VAUSSORE.    By  Francis  Brune 


By 


THREE-AND-SIXPENNY    NOVELS 

Crown  Svo. 


DERRICK  VAUGHAN,  NOVEL- 
IST. 42nd  thousand.  By  Edna 
Lyall. 

THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.  By  Ernest 
Glanville. 

A  VENDETTA  OF  THE  DESERT. 
By  W.  C.  Scully. 

SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.  By  Mar- 
garet Benson. 

THE  SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER.  By 
Bertram  Mitford. 

THE  MOVING  FINGER.  By  Mary 
Gaunt. 

JACO  TRELOAR.    By  J.  H.  Pearce. 

THE  DANCE  OF  THE  HOURS. 
By  'Vera.' 

A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY.  By  EsMii 
Stuart. 

A  CUMBERER  OF  THE  GROUND. 
By  Constance  Smith. 

THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.  By  Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIHIL. 
By  X.  L. 

THE  COMING  OF  CUCULAIN. 
By  Standish  O'Grady. 

THE  GODS  GIVE  MY  DONKEY 
WINGS.    By  Angus  Evan  Abbott. 


THE  STAR  GAZERS.     By  G.  Man- 

ville  Fenn. 
THE    POISON    OF   ASPS.      By    R. 

Orton  Prowse. 
THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.     By 

DISENCHANTMENT.  By  F.Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE    SQUIRE    OF    WANDALES. 

By  A.  Shield. 
A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.     By 

J.  M.  Cobban. 
A     DEPLORABLE     AFFAIR.       By 

W.    E.    NORRIS. 
A  CAVALIER'S  LADYE.     By  Mrs. 

DiCKKR 

THE  PRODIGALS.  By  Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

THE  SUPPLANTER.  By  P.  Neu- 
mann. 

A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYE- 
LASHES.    By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 

A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.  By 
S.  Gordon. 

AN  ODD  EXPERIMENT.  By 
Hannah  Lynch. 

TALES  OF  NORTHUMBRIA.  By 
Howard  Pease. 
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HALF-CROWN     NOVELS 

Crown  Zvo. 


HOVENDEN,  V.C.     By  F.  Mabel 

Robinson. 
THE   PLAN   OF  CAMPAIGN.     By 

F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
MR.    BUTLER'S    WARD.      By     F. 

Mabel  Robinson. 
ELI'S    CHILDREN.      By   G.    Man- 

VILLE    FeNN. 

A  DOUBLE  KNOT.     By  G.   Man- 

VILLE   FENN. 

DISARMED.      By    M.    Betham 

Edwards. 
A   MARRIAGE   AT   SEA.      By   W, 

Clark  Russell. 


IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW.     By 

the  Author  of  '  Indian  Idylls.' 
MY   STEWARDSHIP.     By   E. 

M'Queen  Gray. 
JACK'S     FATHER.        By     W.     E. 

Norris. 
A   LOST   ILLUSION.     By   Leslie 

Keith. 


THETRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON,  Christian  and  Com- 
munist. By  E.  Lynn  Lynton. 
Eleventh  Edition.     Post  8vo.     is. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

A  Series  0/ Books  by  well-known  Authors,  well  illustrated. 
THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 


THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.     By 

S.  Baring  Gould. 
TWO    LITTLE   CHILDREN  AND 

CHING.     By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.     By  M.  M. 

Blake. 
ONLY    A    GUARD -ROOM    DOG. 

By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET. 

By  Harry  Collingwood. 


MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOY- 
AGE.   By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

SYD    BELTON  :    Or,    The   Boy  who 

would  not  go  to  Sea.     By  G.  Man- 

viLLE  Fenn. 
THE  WALLYPUG   IN    LONDON. 

By  G.  E.  Farrow. 
ADVENTURES     IN    WALLYPUG 

LAND.     By  G.  E.  FARROW.     55. 


The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors,  handsomely  bound, 
and  well  illustrated. 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 


A  PINCH  OF  EXPERIENCE.     By 

L.  B.  Walford. 
THE     RED     GRANGE.       By    Mrs. 

MOLESWORTH. 

THE  SECRET  OF  MADAME  DE 
MONLUC.  By  the  Author  of 
'  Mdle.  Mori.' 

OUT  OF  THE  FASHION.  B  L. 
T.  Meade. 


DUMPS.     By  Mrs.   Parr. 

A    GIRL  OF   THE    PEOPLE.      By 

L.  T.  Meade. 
HEPSY  GIPSY.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

IS.  6d. 
THE    HONOURABLE    MISS.     By 

L.  T.  Meade. 
MY  LAND  OF  BEULAH,     By  Mrs. 

Leith  Adams. 
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University    Extension    Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable  for 
extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  complete  in 
itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a  broad  and 
philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  %vo.     Price  {with  some  exceptions')  2s.  6d. 

The  following  volumes  are  ready : — 


THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  By  H.  ue  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wad- 
ham  College,  Oxon.,  Cobden  Prize- 
man. Sixth  Edition,  Revised.  With 
Alaps  and  Flans,     ^s. 

A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY.  By  L.  L.  Price, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon. 
Second  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An 
Inquiry  into  the  Industrial  Condi- 
tions of  the  Poor.  By  J.  A.  Hobson, 
M.A.       Fourth  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    By  A.  Sharp. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  By 
J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  Granger, 
M.A.     Second  Edition. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  PLANT 
LIFE  :  Lower  Forms.  By  G. 
Massee.      With  Illustrations. 

AIR  AND  WATER.  By  V.  B.  Levi^ES, 
M.A.     Illusti-ated. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND 
HEALTH.  By  C.  W.  Kimmins, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY 
LIFE.  By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  TRADE  AND  FINANCE 
IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CEN- 
TURY.   ByW.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 


THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The 
Elementary  Principles  of  Chemistry. 
By  M.  M.  Pattison  Muir,  M.A. 
Illustrated. 

A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY.  By  M.  C. 
Potter,  M.A.,  F.L.S.     Illustrated. 

THE  VAULT  OF  HEAVEN.  A 
Popular  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 
By  R.  A.  Gregory.  With  numerous 
Illustrations, 

METEOROLOGY.  The  Elements  of 
Weather  and  Climate.  By  H.  N. 
Dickson,  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.  Met.  Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A  MANUAL  OF  ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE.  By  George  J.  Burch, 
M.A  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
3-f- 

THE  EARTH.  An  Introduction  to 
Physiography.  By  EvAN  Small, 
M.A.     Illustrated. 

INSECT  LIFE.  By  F.  W.  Theo- 
bald, M.A.     Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE 
TO  BROWNING.  By  W.  M. 
Dixon,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERN- 
MENT. By  E.  JENKS,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Law  at  University  College, 
Liverpool. 

THE  GREEK  VIEW  OF  LIFE.  By 
G.  L.  Dickinson,  Fellow  of  King's 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition. 
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Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 

Crown  8vo,     2s.  6d. 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,  and  industrial 

interest  that    are    at    the    present    moment   foremost   in    the    public   mind. 

Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an  author  who  is  an  acknowledged 

authority  upon  the  subject  with  which  he  deals. 

T/ie  following  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 

THE  STATE  AND  ITS  CHIL- 
DREN.   By  Gertrude  TucKWELL. 

WOMEN'S  WORK.  ByLADYDiLKE, 
Miss  BuLLEY,  and  Miss  Whitley. 

MUNICIPALITIES  AT  WORK. 
The  Municipal  Policy  of  Six  Great 
Towns,  and  its  Influenceon  their  Social 
Welfare.    By  Frederick  Dolman. 

SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN 
THOUGHT.     By  M.  Kaufmann. 

THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORK- 
ING CLASSES,   By  E.  Bowmaker. 

MODERN  CIVILIZATION  IN 
SOME  OF  ITS  ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS.  By  W.  Cunningham, 
D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UN- 
EMPLOYED. By  J.  A.  HoBSON, 
B.A. 

LIFE  IN  WEST  LONDON.  By 
Arthur  Sherwell,  M.A.  Second 
Edition. 

RAILWAY  NATIONALIZATION. 
By  Clement  Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES  AND  PAUPER- 
ISM.   By  Louisa  Twining. 

UNIVERSITY  AND  SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS.  By  W.  Reason. 
M.A. 


TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW  AND 
OLD.  By  G.  Howell.  Second 
Edition. 

THE  CO  -  OPERATIVE  MOVE- 
MENT TO-DAY.  By  G.  J.  Holy- 
OAKE.     Second  Edition. 

MUTUAL  THRIFT.  By  Rev.  J. 
Frome  Wilkinson,  M.A. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY.  By  J. 
A.  HOBSON,  M.A.     Fourth  Edition. 

THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS. 
ByC.  F.  Bastable,  M.A.,  Professor 
of  Economics  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin.     Second  Edition. 

THE  ALIEN   INVASION, 

H.  WiLKINS,  B.A. 

THE    RURAL    EXODUS. 

Anderson  Graham. 
LAND    NATIONALIZATION, 

Harold  Cox,  B.A. 
A     SHORTER    WORKING     DAY. 

By  H.  DE  B.  GiBBiNS,  D.Litt.,  M.A., 

and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Hecla 

Works,  Sheffield. 
BACK  TO  THE  LAND:  An  Inquiry 

into  the  Cure  for  Rural  Depopulation. 

By  H.  E.  Moore. 
TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS. 

By  J.  Stephen  Jeans. 
THE  FACTORY   SYSTEM.      By  R. 

W.  Cooke-Taylor, 


By  W. 
By  P. 
By 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H,  F.  FOX,  M.A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 


^SCHYLUS  —  Agamemnon,  Choe- 
phoroe,  Eumenides.  Translated  by 
Lewis  Campbell,  LL.D.,  late  Pro- 
fessor of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews.     5.f. 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated 
by  E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.     35.  dd. 

CICERO— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone, 
Pro  Murena,  Philippic  11.,  In  Catili- 
nam).      Translated    by    H.    E.    D. 


Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.     5^. 

CICERO— De  Natura  Deornm.  Trans- 
lated by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford. 
35.  bd. 

HORACE:  THE  ODES  AND 
ERODES.        Translated      by      A. 
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GODLEY,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,  Oxford,  zs. 
LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus, 
Icaro  -  Menippus,  The  Cock,  The 
Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of 
Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T. 
Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at 
Clifton ;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.     35.  6d. 


SOPHOCLES  —  Electra  and  Ajax. 
Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshead, 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Win- 
chester.    2s.  6d. 

TACITUS — Agricola  and  Germania. 
Translated  by  R.  B.  Townshend, 
late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge,    zs.  6d. 


Educational  Books 


PLAUTI  BACCHIDES 
Introduction,      Commentary,       and 
Critical  Notes  by  J.  M'COSH,  M.A. 
Fcap.  ^to.     12s.  6d. 
PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANS- 
LATION.     By  E.  C.  Marchant, 
M.A.,   Fellow  of   Peterhouse,   Cam- 
bridge; and  A.  M.  Cook,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  Oxford ; 
Assistant  Masters  at  St.  Paul's  School. 
Crown  8vo,    y.  6d. 
'  We  know  no  book  of  this  class  better  fitted 
for  use  in  the  higher  forms  of  schools." — 
Guardian. 

TACITI  AGRICOLA.  With  Intro- 
duction, Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F. 
Davis,  M.A. ,  Assistant  Master  at 
Weymouth  College.    Crown  Zvo.    zs. 

TACITI  GERMANIA.  By  the  same 
Editor.     Crown  8vo.    zs, 

HERODOTUS :  EASY  SELEC- 
TIONS. With  Vocabulary.  ByA.C. 
LiDDELL,  M.A.      Fcap.  8vo.    is.  6d. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ODYS- 
SEY.    By  E.  D.  Stone,  M. A.,  late 


CLASSICAL 

Edited  with        Assistant  Master  at  Eton.    Fcap.  8vo. 
IS.  6d. 
PLAUTUS:      THE     CAPTIVL 
Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by  J.  H. 
Freese,    M.A.,   late   Fellow  of  St. 
John's,  Cambridge,     is.  6d. 
DEMOSTHENES         AGAINST 
CONON       AND        CALLICLES. 
Edited  with  Notes  and  Vocabulary, 
by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A.    Fcap. 
8vo.     zs. 
EXERCISES      IN      LATIN     ACCI- 
DENCE.      By    S.     E.     WiNBOLT. 
Assistant  Master  in  Christ's  Hospital. 
Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 
An  elementary  book  adapted    for  Lower 
Forms  to  accompany  the  shorter  Latin 
primer. 
NOTES  ON  GREEK  AND  LATIN 
SYNTAX.  ByG.  BucklandGreen. 
M.A. ,  Assistant  Master  at  Edinburgh 
Academy,  late  Fellow  of  St.  John's 
College,  Oxon.     Crown  8vo.     3.1.  6d. 
Notes  and  explanations  on  the  chief  diffi- 
culties of  Greek  and  Latin  Syntax,  with 
numerous  passages  for  exercise. 


GERMAN 


A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAM- 
MAR. ByH.  deB.  GiBBiNS,  D.Litt., 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Notting- 
ham Hi  srh  School.   Crown  8vo.  xs.  6d. 


GERMAN  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION.  By  E. 
M 'Queen  Gray.  Crown  8vo. 
zs.  6d. 


SCIENCE 


THE  WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.  In- 
cluding Chemistry,  Heat,  Light, 
Sound,  Magnetism,  Electricity, 
Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology,  As- 
tronomy, and  Geology.  By 
Elliott  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
8vo.     zs.  6d. 

ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.     By  R.  E. 


R. 

147 
Cr. 


Steel.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     4J.  6d. 

VOLUMETRIC  ANALYSIS.  By  J. 
B.  Russell,  B.Sc,  Science  Master 
at  Burnley  Grammar  School.  Cr. 
8vo.    IS.  6d. 

'  \  collection  of  useful,  well-arranged  notes.' 
— School  Guardian, 
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ENGLISH 


ENGLISH  RECORDS,  A  Companion 
to  the  History  of  England.   By  H.  E. 
Malden,  M  a.    Crown  8w.    y.  6d. 
A  book   which  aims   at  concentrating  in- 
formation upon   dates,  genealogy    oiB- 
cials,    constitutional    documents,    etCi 
which    is    usually   found    scattered    in 
different  volumes. 
THE    ENGLISH    CITIZEN:     HIS 
RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES,    By  H.  E. 
Malden,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
A      DIGEST      OF      DEDUCTIVE 


LOGIC,  By  Johnson  Barker, 
B.A,  Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 
A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION 
PASSAGES.  By  W.  Williamson, 
M.A.  Second  Edition,  Crown  8vo. 
IS.  6d. 

TEST  CARDS  IN  EUCLID  AND 
ALGEBRA,  By  D.  S.  Calder- 
WOOD,  Headmaster  of  the  Normal 
School,  Edinburgh.  In  three  packets 
of  40,  with  Answers.  .  is. 


METHUEN'S    COMMERCIAL    SERIES 

Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M,A. 


BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND 
COLONIES  FROM  ELIZABETH 
TO  VICTORIA.  By  H,  de  B. 
GiBBiNS,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  TAird 
Edition.     2s. 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D..  M.A.     IS.  6d. 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COM- 
MERCE. By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     js.  6d. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS.E.  Bally, 
Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar 
School.     Seco?ni  Editio7i.     2s. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS.  E.  Bally. 
2s.6d. 


A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL 
READER.     By  S.  E.  Bally.     2s. 

COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY,  with 
special  reference  to  the  British  Em- 
pire. By  L.  W,  Lyde,  M.A.  Second 
Edition.      2S. 

A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.  By 
S.  Jackson,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
IS.  6d. 

COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.  By 
F.  G.  Taylor,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
IS,  6d. 

PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE 
CORRESPONDENCE.  By  E.  E. 
Whitfield,  M.A.     2s. 

A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS  AND 
BUSINESS.  By  Henry  Jones. 
IS.  6d. 


WORKS  BY  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A. 


INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on 
Elementary       Accidence,  Third 

Edition.     Fcap,  8vo.      is. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS,  Fi/t/i 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2S. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With 
Notes  adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin 
Primer  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition  revised.     i8mo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM 
C.-ESAR.  Part  I.  The  Helvetian 
War.     Second  Edition.     i8ino.     is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY. 
Part  I.  The  Kings  of  Rome.  i8mo. 
IS.  6d. 


EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Sixth 
Editio?i.     Fcap.  8vo.     is.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Lessons 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Crown  8vo.     is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER 
AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER. 
With  Vocabulary.  Seventh  and 
cheaper  Edition,  re-written.  Crown 
8vo.  IS.  6d.  Issued  with  the  consent 
of  Dr.  Kennedy, 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SEN- 
TENCE :      Rules     and     Exercises. 
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Crown  Svo.  is.  6d.  With  Vocabul- 
ary. 2S. 
NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellan- 
eous Latin  Exercises  on  Common 
Rules  and  Idioms.  Third  Edition. 
Fcap.  8z'0.   IS.  6d.    With  Vocabulary. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects.  Eighth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo.     IS.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN 
IDIOMS.   i8mo.  Second  Edition,  is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.     i8mo,     is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER. 
Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  Revised.    Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPETITION.     Arranged   accord- 


ing   to    Subjects.     Second   Edition.  ■ 
Fcap.  Svo.     IS.  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELEC- 
TIONS. For  the  use  of  Schools. 
Third  Edition.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fcap.  Svo. 
2s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.     i8?no.     8d. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.   Fourth  I 
Edition  Revised.     Crown  Svo.     is.      j 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR 
UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  revised.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON 
ELEMENTARY  SYNTAX.  With 
Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     2.S.  6d.      Key  3^.  net. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR 
REPETITION :  Arranged  according 
to  Subjects.  Seventh  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo.     IS. 


SCHOOL  EXAMINATION  SERIES 

Edited  by  A.  AL  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 


FRENCH      EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN   MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND    IDIOMS.      By 
A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.      Tenth 
Edition. 
A    Key,    issued    to    Tutors    and 
Private  Students  only,  to  be  had 
on  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Fourth    Edition.      Crown    Svo. 
ds.  71  et. 
LATIN    EXAMINATION    PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Ninth  Edition. 
Key    {Fourth  Edition)    issued    as 
above.     6s.  net. 
GREEK   EXAMINATION  PAPERS 
IN     MISCELLANEOUS    GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Fifth  Edition. 
Key  {Second  Edition)   issued  as 
above.    5j.  net. 


GERMAN  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By 
R.  J.  MORICH,  Manchester.  Fifth 
Edition. 

Key  {Second  Edition)  issued  as 
above.     6s.  net. 

HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS.  By  C.  H. 
Spence,  M.A.,  Chfton  College. 
Second  Edition. 

SCIENCE  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  R.  E.  Steel,  M.A., 
F.  C.  S.     In  two  vols. 

Part  I.  Chemistry  ;  Part  11.  Physics. 
GENERAL      KNOWLEDGE     EX- 
AMINATION    PAPERS.      By  A. 
M.    M.    Stedman,    M.A.      Third 
Edition. 

Key  {Second  Edition)   issued  as 
above.     7^.  net. 
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